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To  the  Honoured 


John  Bright  Efcj; 


Sut, 

Hen  this  Unfortunate  Play  implores 
Tour  Patronage ,  it  is  an  Humble 
Addreffar  to  Tou ,  even  for  that  common  Engliih 
Humanity ,  as  the  Reception  of  a  perfecuted  Re¬ 
fugee,  hunted  out  of  the  World,  and  now 
a  Shelterer  under  Tour  Hofpitable  Roof  And 
if  Tour  Gooa  Graces  fhall  vouchfafe  it  that  kind 
Entertainment ,  I  Befeech  Tou  to  look,  upon 
it  as  a  forlorn  Brat ,  turned  out  abroad  under 
the  Cu/e  of  thofe  Sour  Grapes ,  the  Faults  and 
M  or  ines  of  the  unhappy  Author.  And  re¬ 
ally  mder  that  Prejudice  that  lours  upon  me  5 
1  v.  truly  fay ,  could  I  pretend  to  never  fo 
great  m  Interefi  in  the  Mufes,  as  that  I  am 
far  }r  3  I  Plant  hut  at  a  North4F<z//,  rear 
that  h  tlefs  ' Nurfery ,  where  I  am  certain 
to  be  Gnu  d  and  Blafted :  So  miferable  it  is  to 
live ,  n here  not  one  Beam  f miles. 

A  2  And 


1 


The  Epiftle  Dedicatory. 

And  indeed,  a  Poet,  under  a  hard  Name, 
groans  beneath  a  perfed  Turkifh  Subjection, 
where  Sentence  and  Execution  are  fo  wholly 
Arbitrary,  that  the  Blacky  Robe,  and  the  Bow- 
firing  the  fent  him,  without  Procefs  or  Tryal. 

But  the  happier  Favourite  Quils,  (  Lord ! ) 
What  Wonders  can  they  perform !  Can  Write 
as  the  Famous  Witherington  Fought, upon  their 
very  Stumps.  For, 

The  Lucky  have  whole  Days,  and  thofe 
they  chute. 

Th’  Unlucky  have  but  Hours,  and  thofe 
they  lofe. 

- — — As  a  Poetic  f  Oracle  tells  its. 

P oetry  is  fo  much  the  Creature  of  Favour  , 
that  ’tis  not  the  Oar  ,  but  the  Sttmp  that 
fets  the  value.  A  Barling  Mufe  fall  maf<e 
Medals  of  what  an  Abdicated  Sender  .fit  all 
hardly  pafs  for  Counters. 

But  to  leave  this  Melancholy  Flume,  the 
feverity  of  this  poor  Plays  Fortune,  anl  change 
to  a  cheer  fuller  Caufe  3  ’tis  now  Lodge l  in  the 
hands  of  Mercy ,  for  ’ tis  Dedicated  io  Worth 
and  Gcodnefs  5  Titles,  fo  properly  Tar  own  j 
that  to  a  Natural  Candour,  Sweetnefs  of  Tem¬ 
per,  pridelefs  Familiarity ,  and  all  that  Generous 


The  Epiftle  Dedicatory.. 

Difpofition  of  Mine/,  that  warms  where  Tou  Fa¬ 
vour  ,  and  charms  where  Tou  Converfe  5  Tou 
have  the  Additional  Acquifitions  and  Improve¬ 
ments  of  the  moft  Generous  Education  too ,  as 
no  fmail  Superftruchcre  upon  fo  ample  a  Foun¬ 
dation.  Tou ,  challenge  that  bountiful  Litera¬ 
ture ,a  Feather  not  hi  every  Gentlemans  Crefiphat 
we  may  trace  Tour  Rich  Fountain  up  to  the 
Batiks  cf  Cham,  as  nurtur’d  and  cherifh’d 
no  lefs  by  the  Beams  of  an  Alma  Mater, 
than  Tour  own  fmiling  Genius  5  lnfomuch  that 
fo  tndy  accomplifht,  Tou  are  equally  furnijhi 
as  well  for  the  Courtier  an  the  Country  Gentle¬ 
man. 


And,  faith, Sir,  now  I  have  named  an  Englifh 
Gentleman ,  he  that  with  all  the  true  Quali¬ 
fications  of  Gentility,  lives  like  Tour  felfi  above 
the  World ,  Attendance  and  Depend  ante  the 
Cowl  .an  Curfe  far  from  his  Door ,  a  plentiful 
Eftaie  his  fair  Field  Argent,  and  a  Bravery  of 
Spirit  to  enrich  that  fair  Coat,  may  be  truly  f aid 
to  be  more  a  Prince  than  he  that  fills  a  Throne  t 
whilfi  free  and  uncontrould ,  within  his  own  fmal- 
ler  Province  of  Command ,  he  Reigns  more  Ab- 
folute,  than  the  prouder  Crowned  Head  in  all 
his  Realms  and  Territories,  that  larger  Canton 
of  the  Globe 5  who  be  fide  s  his  Cares  and  Fatigues 


The  Epiftle  Dedicatory. 

(  a  -pain  You  feel  not )  weilds  but  a  (hackled 
Scepter,  under  a  bounded  Dominion,  and  limit¬ 
ed  Sovereignty. 

But  whatever  ample  Theme  Your  Merit  fur- 
nifhes  me,  I  dare  not  be  too  bold  upon  that 
fubjed  :  for  Panegyric ks  are  only  acceptable  Guefis 
where  there’’ s  Pride  and  Vanity  to  welcome  and 
receive  the  m.  But  fo  extraordinary  a  Modefiy 
fhines  in  You,  that  injlead  of  at  tempting  the  Pa- 
tiegyriji,  I  muft  rather  check,  the  Publication  of 
thofe  fair  Truths, though  never  fo  jufily  Tour  due, 
as  knowing  that  Toucan  e  after  dfrve  Encomi¬ 
ums  than  hear  them $  under  which  filencing  Com¬ 
mand  upon  me,  I  can  only  conclude  with  fubfcri- 
bing  my  felf 

Sir, 

Your  moft  Obedient, 

And 

Moft  Devoted  Servant 

_  I  <  •  x  tjS 

£.  SETTLE. 


PROLOGUE, 

Spoken  by  Mrs.  Knight. 


TO  Gain  your  favourable  fmile  to  Day , 

What  a  hard  Task  has  our  Unhappy  Play. 

After  Jo  Rich  a  Feafi  of  Wit  before, 

Our  Ceurfir  Pare ,  we  fear  s  a  Treat  too  Poor • 

Tet  Ms  Qonfider ,  half  our  fears  to  Eafe, 

What  Conflitithns  'tis  we  have  to>pleafe, . ; 

Ton,  who  when  feme  bright  Celia  youave  injoy  d, 

How  have  wt  fen  you  Surfeited  and  Cloy'd 
With  the  pofftjfion  of  thoje  fairer  Charms, 

Run  to  fome  Little  Paltry  Dowdies  Arms 
Change ,  dear  fweet  Change! 

There  yon  run  on  fo  Faf ,  Siege,  Battle,  Storm : 

Con d  yon  yom  feats  of  War  like  th of  '  of  Love  perform, , 
All  fo  many  Voting  headlong  Alexanders, 

Ton  d  make  a  Swinging  IP ur fry  for  Flanders, 

That  brisk,  hid,  pnfhing  Race  !  Lord  what  a  Dance 
Woud  fuch  %  fet  of  Heroes  make  in  France. 

Ah  Sirs,  fovery  Fickle  in  your  Fifes, 

Wou'd  yon  mat  Poets  as  you  do  your  Miffes, 

Let  Wit  ani  Love  your  Equal  Graces  Jhare ; 

Our  humble  Scribler  then  need  ne'er  Defpair „ 

Ah  no  /— — 

A  Poet  ma*,  perhaps,  once  in  an  Age, 

Have  the  god  fortune  your  kind  hearts  t' engage. 

They  gain  fur  favours  fow,  but  then  they  lafl . 

Tour  kind  Embrace  they  win  and  hold  as  faf,  . 

With  us,  mr  Sex  alone ,  to  your  difgrace 
Falfe  Men,  you  re  every  day  for  a  new  Face . 

Tour  Volatile  Mercury  is  all  in  Love 
We  are  th  Mourning  Turtles  of  the  Grove : 

Ton  re  thefe  wild  Strays ,  and  fly  fo  all  at  Rovers, 

Ton  re  Beaus ,  Wits,  Courtiers,  every  thing  but  Lovers  % ; 
Touth,  Beauty,  Virtue,  all  will  do  no  good: 

Toure  Con f  ant  every  where,  but  where  yon  /bond,  . 
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King  of  Perfia,  Mr.  Bowman. 

Tygnnes,  his  Brother ,  Ml*.  V erbruggen . 

Orontes,  King  of  Scythia,  Mr.  Powell. 

Briomar,  his  Confident,  Mr.  Freeman. 

Mirvan  a  Perfian  Eunuch,  Mrs.  Rogers. 

Amorin,  a  Perfian  Lord.  Mr.  Syhars. 
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Women. 


amlmunda,  ttr  King  of  Per-;  Mrs_  Bmegirdk 
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Cckftina,  a  Beautiful  Scythidn\  jyj-rs  g 
of  unknown  Birth.  -  j 

Rofalin,  her  Confident.  Mrs.  Leigh. 

Attendants ,  Guards,  etc. 
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SCENE  the  Frontiers  of  Terfa. 


Kr.ight. 


Herminia,  an  Indian  Princefsf 
aj ter  wards  Queen  of  Pcriia.  S  lS' 


( I  ) 


JL 


THE 


Ambitious  Slave ; 


o  R, 

A  Generous  Revenge. 


ACT  I.  SCENE  I. 


Tygranes,  Herminia,  and  Attendants 

J  ELL,Madam,I  have  play’d  the  faithfull  Advocate, 


Have  woo’d  and  won  the  Worlds  divineft 


(  Beauty  \ 


And  with  the  glorious  Prize  returned  Trium- 

umphant, 


I  bring  her  to  an  envyed  Brothers  Arms. 

But  (  Oh  )  the  fa  tall  EmbafTy  /  to  crown 
His  Joys  I’ve  Martyrd  mine. 

Herm .  Unkind  Tygranes , 

Thefe  too  ungratefuil  founds  I  mufl  not  hear. 

Tygr.  Not  hear  me!  Is  the  Voice  of  Truth  fo  frightfull ! 
Or  ftart  your  Ears  at  what  your  Eyes  have  done/ 

Oh  cruell  Brother,  in  Fates  blackeft  hour 
With  thy  commiflionM  Love  I  went  th’  unhappy 
Difcoverer  of  that  beauteous  Coaft  of  Paradice. 

Yes,  thou  Fair  Treafury  of  Heav’n,  I  landed 
Upon  the  Golden  fhore  *,  Survey’d  that  All 
Celeftiall  Fair,  inellimable  Brightnefs, 

And  laded  back  with  the  whole  freighted  Mine, 

To  plant  this  Jewell  in  a  Brothers  Crown, 


B 


l 


(  i  ) 

I  make  him  Lord,  Lord  of  more  Wealth,  more  Blifs 
Then  Ihowring  Heav’n  e’re  pour’d  on  kneeling  Man  * 

And  my  poor  felf  the  miferableil  Wretch 
That  Ruine  tumbled,  or  Defpair  eVe  fwallowd. 

Herm .  Oh  generous  Prince,  if  all  my  blufhing  fhame 
My  aking  heart,  and  bleeding  Soul,  for  Thy  * 

Poor  fuff’ring  pains  can  be  prevailing  Orators, 

Recall  thy  banifht  Peace. 

Tygr.  My  Peace ! 

Herm.  Thy  Peace. 

Let  my  imploring  Pity  beg  it  of  thee.- 
Be  thy  great  felf,  and  let  furmounting  Reafon 
Put  out  this  hopelefs  Fire.  Droop  not,  but  wait 
A  fairer  Fate  :  The  Guardian  Gods  of  Virtue 
Bid  thee  look  up  and  hope  7  thofe  great  Rewarders 
Of  ever  cherifhc  Honour,  have  no  doubt 
Referv’d  fome  worthyer  Beauty  for  thy  Arms. 

Tygr.  A  fecond  Wound,  where  thofe  bright  Eyes  have  kill’d  ' 
No  ,  fair  Dellroyer,  do  not  flatter  Death. 

Herm .  Cruell  Tygranes7  ceale  this  fatal  Language. 

1  ficken  at  the  found  :  Commanding  Honour 
Has  feald  my  Ears,  and  I  dare  hear  no  more. 

Tygr.  Commanding  Honour  then  lhall  be  obey’d. 

And  you  lhall  hear  no  more. 

Yes,  fair  Commiflioner  of  Fate,  thou  dear 
All  Angel  Forme,  I  will  repine  no  more. 

Since  I  was  born  to  wear  thee  to  my  Grave, 

!  but  perform  the  Work  of  my  Creation, 

And  ’tis  my  Glory  to  fulfill  my  Deftiny. 

fl  Trumpets. 

But  hark,  the  King  /  Now,  Madam,' Love  and  Empire 
Come  fuppliant  to  your  Feet  7  Cyrus  proud  He;r, 

And  fair  HermiriuC >$  prouder  flave,  comes  bieft 
With  all  the  Joys  of  a  pofleffing  Lover, 

To  circle  that  fair  Brow  with  Ferfia' s  Diadem. 

Emc:  King  attended. 

King  Welcome  fair  Star,  defeending  Brightnefs  welcome. 

But  oh — -Thus  kneeling  let  me  meet  the  mighty  Blifs. 

Kneel/  Is  that  all  /  For  every  common  Blefling 
We  pay  that  Gratitude.  But  when  Heav’n  gives  Heav’n, 

The  blelt  Receiver  with  his  bending  Homage 

And  proflrate  Soul  makes  but  too  poor  Acknowledgment. 

Tygr.  Oh  King  \  we  Two  divide  the  Stars*,  thine  All  Zafide. 
The  fmiling,  all  the  Waiting  Planets  mine.  ^ 

Tirtg 


King  But  whilft  my  Ravifht  Soul  at  thefe  dear  feet, 

All  buify  in  the  Count  of  thoufand  Vows, 

My  Souls  long  hoarded  fum,  to  Soverain  Love 
Their  mighty  Tribute  pay,  endebted  Honor 
Demands  fome  payment  too.  My  dear  Tygranes, 

Thou  Champion  of  my  Love,  thou  ufhering  Phofphor 
To  all  my  riftngBlifs,  my  more  then  Brother, 

Friend,  All — oh  let  thefe  grateful!  Arms  receive  thee  C  Embraces. 
But  ha  !  what  do  I  fee  !  methinks  I  view 
A  Cloud  hang  on  thy  Brow. 

Tygr.  A  Cloud,  my  King, 

Would  be  a  Bleffing  here:  Indeed  I  want  one. 

For  I  have  flood  too  near  too  near  that  Sun, 

From  the  bright  Beams  of  whofe  too  fatal  Fires 
Oh  for  a  Cloud,  dark  as  my  Grave,  to  ihrowd  me. 

King.  How,  my  Tygranes !  Have  Herminia's  Eyes 
Brought  me  aRivall  home  ! 

Tygr .  A  Rivall  l  No.  Rivall’s  a  Title  for 
Afpiring  Gazers,  Beauties  bolder  Homagers ; 

Where  kindled  Hope,  and  warm  Ambition  burn  % 

A  Name  too  towring  for  the  loft  Tygranes . 

King .  In  this  furprizing  Language — — 

Tygr.  I  have  profan’d 

Your  Royall  Ear  7  but  the  offending  Criminal! 

(  Pardon  his  Firft  Laft  Fault )  fhall  Sin  no  more. 

Here  take  this  dazling  Beauty  to  your  Arms, 

Take  her  adorn’d  with  all  Loves  thoufand  Charms  7 
Myriads  of  Bliffes  ftar  your  happy  Nights 
Thick  as  the  Galaxy  *,  and  Angel  Qpires 
Salute  your  fmiling  Days, 
j Herm.  Virtue  like  Thine  !  [afide 

Tygr.  And  now  if  my  fmall  Services  deferve  it. 

And  this  young  Arm  may  be  that  bold  Petitioner, 

Grant  me  the  Glory  in  your  Royall  Caufe, 

Againft  your  Honours  and  your  Kingdoms  Foes 
To  wield  a  Sword.  Yes  fend  me  to  the  Wars, 

The  walks  of  Death,  and  Scenes  of  Oefolation  7 
Far,  far  from  Courts  j  that  I  may  live  remov’d 
From  thofe  deftroying  Eyes.  For,  oh,  my  King, 

I  would  not  flay  within  that  dangerous  Air 
Where  the  leaft  Rebell  Murmur  may  but  rife 
To  envy  your  fair  Blifs. 

King .  Iam  all  Confufion ! 

Tygr .  So  dear,  fo  facred  your  Divine  Felicity, 

I  wou’d  not  blot  my  Soul  but  with  a  Thought 

B  2  My 


My  King  can  be  too  bleft. 

Herm.  Oh  Prince 

Thy  generous  Goodnefs  loads  me  with  that  lhame 
As  fires  my  glowing  Cheeks.  But  if  thy  heart  ^ 

Thy  poor  loft  Heart  has  play’d  th’ unhappy  Fugitive 
Into  that  barren  Starving  Feild  of  Love, 

By  all  my  Hopes  l’le  drop  a  tear  to  Heaven 
1  o  call  the  wanderer  home. 

Tygr.  A  Tear  1 

Herm .  A  Tear,  Ty graves , 

Shed  from  that  melting  pity,  till  the  Gods 
Soften’d  to  Mercy  a  kind  Ear  encline, 

And  grant  thee  peace  or  elfe  deny  me  mine. 

King.  Thou  Miracle  of  Truth,  and  Life  of  Honour, 
There’s  fomething  in  this  moving  Tale  of  pity, 
Breaths  with  fo  fweet  an  Accent,  that  if  ought 
Lefs  then  refigning  the  Divine  Herminia 
Cou’d  blefs  thy  foft  Defires,  my  bounding  Soul 
Should  leap  all  Bars  to  crown  thy  tendereft  Willies. 
Tygr .  This  is  too  kind. 

King .  But  lince  a  Sword,  a  Sword 
Is  a'l  the  Boon  thy  modeft  Prayers  can  ask. 

And  Love  can  give  no  more  *, 

Thou  /halt  have  thy  Defire.  Yes,  my  Tygranes r 
I  have  a  Caufer  that  ■  wants  an  Arm  like  Thine. 

For  in  thy  Abfence  1  have  loft  a  Battle. 

Perfia\  proud  Foe,  th’  infulting  Scythian  Tyrant 
Wears  my  loft  Honour  on  his  conquering  Sword.1 
Nor  is  this  all,  I  have  loft  a  Sifter  too. 

Tygr .  And  with  that  Sifter,  Sir,  the  nobieft  Martyr 
Tyrannick  Sword  e’re  butcher’d,  poor  Orfanes 
That  Royall  Syrian,  our  unhappy  Friend, 

By  Wars  rough  chance  the  barbarous  Scyt\mn\  Prifoner  , 
By  his  inhumane  Rival!  Jaylors  Rage,* 

In  his  cold  blond  fent  t’  his  untimely  Gr aye. 

My  pear  wrong’d  Sifter,  thou  too  wretched  Mourner,; 
The  Lord  of  all  thy  Vows  that  bloudy  facrince. 

So  loud  thy  Ruines,  and  fo-  deep  thy  Wounds, 

That  bleeding  Perfa  groans  for  thy  Revenge. 

1  bine,  T  bine’s  a  Caufe — - 

King.  Referv’d  for  brave  Tygranes  •, 

For  Thee,  young  Worthy,  thy  llluftrious  Arme 
Sh  11  lead  my  fighting  Legions  to  the  Field. 

Wafh  thou  the  Perfian  Stains,  and  Scourge  that  Tyrant  7 
Whiift.  Clarifmmda' s.  Wrongs  edge  thy  keen  fteel. 


(  1  ) 

With  mine  and  Heav’ns  Commiffion’d  Vengeance  flrike. 

Tygr.  Ye  Gods  I  ask  no  more. 

King.  Yes ;  go  my  Souldier, 

GowhereFame  calls.  But  thus,  far  far  from  Courts 
Whilft  to  rough  Wars  a  Rivall  I  remove. 

Think  how  I  fend  thee  to  a  Lawrell  Grove, 

To  plume  in  Honour,  whilft  I  blufh  in  Love.  £ Exeunt 

SCENE,  changes  to  a  Pavilion. 

Enter  Briomer,  meeting  Celeltina  and  Rofalin. 

Briom.  Good  morrow  my  Sweet  enemy  ^  the  Smiles 
Of  a  kind  Morn  gay  as  your  Eyes  Salute  You. 

I  come  my  pretty  one,  t’ inquire  the  Health 
Of  that  bright  Excellence,  the  fair  Clariftmmda. 

Say  is  your  Princefs  waking  f 
Celeft.  Is  Ihe  fleeping 

Had  been  a  properer  Queltion  to  her  Miferies. 

Briom .  Then,  Madam,  in  my  Royall  Mailers  name 
Sy  c  thief  s  proud  Monarch,  but  her  humblell  Suppliant  — • 

Celeft.  Her  Tyrant,  thou  woud’ll  fay  :  be  honeft  fawning  Parafite 
And  give  thy  proud  Barbarian  Lord  his  Titles. 

Briom.  Her  Tyrant  then  ;  if  that  hard  Name  befits 
Her  humble  Kneeling  Slave. 

Celeft .  Hard  name!  Can  there 
Be  names  too  hard  for  brave  Orfanes  Murderer  ! 

What  though  that  Royall  Beauty,  and  her  dear 
Illuftrious  Lover  by  th’  unhappy  Fortune 
Of  a  loll  Battle  wore  the  Tyrants  Chains. 

Gould  his  too  Barbarous  Rage  defcend  to  that 
Low-Spirited  Murder  to  remove  a  Rivall 
By  fuch  a  fhamefullBlow  ?  unparalted  Infamy— 

Brim.  ’Tis  true  I  own,  wild  Rage  and  wilder  Love 
Have  played  the  Savage.  But  t’atone  his  Crime  ' 

Has  not  the  fenfe  of  his  Detelled  lhame 
Touch’d  his  Relenting  Soul  fo  near,  till  kill’d 
Even  by  the  wounds  of  his  own  bleeding  Sacrifice 
He  Dies  where  he ’has  deltroy’d,  fo  dies —But  (lie 
Deaf  to  his  Wound  and  blind  to  her  own  Happinefs, 

By  what  infatuating  Female  Folly, 

Her  own  caprichious  Frenzy  bell  can  tell, 

Difdains  his  Love,  and  all  his  offer’d  Diadems, 

And  llrangly  flies  that  only  Bed  of  Honour 

Where,  her  dryed  Tears,  and  her  hufh’t  Wrongs  may  ilssp 

B  3  •  f  la  - 


(  6  ) 

In  along  Halcion  Reft  of  endlefs  Glory. 

Celefi.  Well,  talking  Sir,  if  her  too  deep  Refentments, 

And  tendef  Senfe  of  her  dead  Lovers  Bloud 
Pours  down  this  Scorn  on  his  unpardon’d  murderer  ; 

Scythian ,-  what  then Art  Thou,  thou  bold  impeacher, 

A  Judge  of  Honour  \  Is  Imperial  Vengeance 
A  Depth  for  every  groveling  Fool  to  fathom  ? 

Briom.  How  Cdeftipa ,  thou’rt  a  Scythian  Born* 

Anddar’ll  thou  plead  a  Caufeagainlt  thy  King/ 

Have  Clarifmunda\  Smiles,  her  darling  Minion, 

Brib’d  thee  this  partiall  Advocate  for  Cruelty 

CeL  Againll  my  King !  Again!!  the  World  an  Advocate 
In  Beauties  Quarell,  Beauty  that  commands 
When  Kings  but  kneel:  that  more  then  So  veriagn  power. 

That  holds  the  Scales  of  Crowns. 

Briom.  Well  CcleJHna ,  thou  corredlt  my  Fault. 

But  to  perform  my  Kings  Commiflion  \  ( that 
I  hope’s  my  Province  )  in  his  name  I  beg 
Thy  powerfull  Intrell  with  thy  Angry  Princefs 
To  gain  him  his  Admiflion  to  her  Feet. 

Tell  her  ’tis  his  lad  Prayer :  Nor  dares  he  ufe 
A  Conquerours  Right  to  gain  him  his  Accefs. 

Love  has  difarm’d  that  power }  and  now  no  more 
Then  her  Petitioning  Slave,  th’  Approach  to  thofe 
Offended  Eyes  is  only  on  his  Knees. 

Celefi.  Well  Scythian ,  tell  him  my  prevailing  Eloquence 
Shall  gain  him  his  Requeft. 

C  Exit  Briomar. 

So  Rofalin ,  Thou  look’ll  as  thoud’d  furvey  me. 

If  thou  halt  read  me  round,  which  think’ll  thou  bell 
My  Face  or  Pride  becomes  me  ?  Or  doll  think 
That  the  kind  ClarifmundaPs  Royall  Smiles 
Have  rais’d  me  higher  than  my  Beauty  merits, 

Or  my  Ambition  covets! 

Rofal.  Truly  neither. 

If  Beauty  can  defer ve,  perhaps,  that  Face 
Has  a  fair  Title }  and  for  thy  Ambition  * 
l  durlt  defy  all  the  once  bold  Afpirers 
That  battayl’d  Heaven  to  match  thee. 

Celefi .  Truth,  thou  draw’ll 
So  near  the  Life,  that  thou  might’ll  play  my  Painter. 

Rof  7 1  is  not  thy  Beauty,  (  that’s  the  gift  of  Chance) 

Nor  is’t  thy  Towring  Pride  (for  that’s  but  woman) 

No,  Celefi  ina^  ’tis  thy  wondrous  Fortune 
'1  hat  takes  up  my  amazement. 

Celefi , 
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Celefi.  That,  fuch  wonder  ! 

Rof  With  Thy  comTe  Veins,  an  humble  low  born  Creature 
That  hardly  ownft  a  Mother,  or  a  Name — 

(  You  fee  I  love  plain-dealing  ) 

CeL  Yes,  1  find  lb. 

Rof  With  nothing  but  a  Face,  all  the  whole  Patrimony 
Thy  little  unknown  Father  had  to  leave  thee, 

Perk’t  up  the  Darling  Favourite  of  a  Princefs. 

Cel  A  Princefs  Favourite:;  Ay,  and  a  Kings  too, 

If  Fortune  play  me  fair.  Pm  not  the  Firft 

Of  my  foft  Sex,  perhaps  with  Birth  as  mean 

As  CeleJHna* s,  and  a  flock  of  Charms 

Not  more  then  mine,  has  baited  Hooks  for  Monarchs, 

For  Monarchs  Girle,  Imperiail  Slaves,  my  Rofalin  • 

Whilftthe  fair  Hand  of  the  poor  Spa  wn  of  Cottages 
Has  ftrucka  Royail  Game,  and  trolPd  out  Princes. 

Rof  ’Tis  true,  fuchGamefters  there  have  been  j  and,  faith, 

’Tis  pity  but  Thy  Hooks  Ihould  befo  baited. 

For  if  thofe  Eyes  were  born  to  catch  a  King, 

Not  the  fair  proudeft  She,  that  carthborn  Flutterer, 

Rig’d  np  in  Ermine,  aud  trick’t  out  with  Title, 

That  ever  betray’d  Monarch,  or  fold  Kingdom, 

Could  bear  her  upftart  power  with  half  thy  Vanity. 

Celefi.  Why  Earth-born  Flutterer  !  ftill  thou  ^grateft  hard 
On  that  mean  Shame  my  Birth.- — Why  muft  this  Beauty 
Be  a  bafe  Cottage  Brat ! — They  talk  of  Fairies 
That  fnatch  the  fleeping  Infant  from  the  Cradle, 

And  leave  a  witlefs  Baftard  of  their  own 
For  the  poor  Cheated  Mother. — And  who  knows 
Inftead  of  fomecourfe  half-fould  Fairy  Changeling,  - 
The  kinder  Hand  of  fome  diviner  Genius 
In  my  poor  Cradle  made  a  Ncbler  Change  ? 

And  in  my  Sooty  Mothers  F.aven  neft 
Hatch’d  a  fair  Eagles  Egg  / 

Rof  Why,  truly,  fome 

Such  wondrous  Change  might  be.  For  (give  thy  due  ) 

Thou  haft  thofe  tow’ring  hopes  wouM  out-foar  Eagles.  , 

Cel.  And  1  have  reafon  for  thofe  towring  Hopes, 

For  by  a  famous  Reverend  Scythian  Sybil , 

Even  in  my  Infant  Dawn,  my  Beauties  Nonage, 

Nay  in  my  Native  Ihade,  1  have  been  told 
Thefe  Eyes  the  Soveraign  Arbiters  of  Fate 
Are  born  to  Conquer  Kings  and  Ruin  Kingdoms, 

Rof  A  very  large  Prediction  !  But  art  fure 
Thy  Witches  Oracle  fpoke  Truth? 

CeL 


Cel.  Truth  Girle! 

Rof.  Artfureher  Prophecy  ing  Devills  are  honeft? 

Cel.  Yes,  dear  kind  Heaven  I  hope  fo - 

Oh  Loves  foft  Fires,  my  Eyes,  my  fnares,  my  Charms, 
Lodge  but  Come  doating  Monarch  in  thefe  Arms, 

To  mount  me  a  Court-Star,  fill  my  fair  Seat, 

The  Fear  of  Slaves,  and  Envy  of  the  Great, 

Round  my  bright  Sphear  my  rapid  Gioryes  hurld, 

In  Powers  proud  Orb  to  drive  the  truckling  World; 
But  This  one  Bleffing  let  my  Prayers  implore, 

And  curfe  me  Heaven,  if  ere  I  ask  thee  more. 

Finis  Aft  ns  Primi . 
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A  Pavilion  Royal. 

Difcovers  Clarismunda  felted  attended  by 

Celeftiira  and  Rofalin. 

•  „  •  / 

Clar.  Rfanes,  Oh  that  ever  bleeding  Martyr! 

vJp  Murder  fo  black  !  enough  to  Thame  the  World, 

And  blot  the  Bluftiing  Skies.  Yet  why,  oh  why 
Is  SufF  ring  Virtue  that  n  eg  led  of  HeavVi, 

Not  the  leaf!  care  of  fnielding  Providence 
Steps  in  to  guard,  nor  one  juft  Bolt  t’  avenge  it. 
but  can  my  Sighs  or  Prayers  recall  his  Breath  ! 

Ah  no  th’irrevocable  Doom’s  gone  forth, 

And  polling  Angelis  fpe*d  in  vain  to  catch  it. 

Enter  Orontes. 

Oront .  If  trembling  Adoration  may  prefume 
T’approach  fo  near  ^  and  thefe  unhallow’d  Knees 
May  humbly  bend  to  the  Eternall. Throne 
To  beg  down  Belfings  on  that  facred  Brow. 

Claris.  Thou  wilh  me  Bleffings.  Fool,  why  doll  thoa  loft 
That  indteduall  prayer,  thou  who  haft  entaiid 
That  lafting  fhame,  and  load  of  Curfes  on  me  j 
Thatdifcant  Bldfings  and  remoter  Peace 

Stand 
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Stand  thofe  wide  Worlds  remov’d  from  Clarismunda 
That  blifsand  I  muft  never  meet  again. 

Oront .  That  I  have  lin’d  againft  that  Heavenly  Fair, 
Committed  that  dire  deed  of  Execration, 

That  not  the  whole  detefting  World  alone, 

But  the  whole  Blulhing  Holt  above  the  Stars 
Confront  my  Impious  Guilty  That  I’ve  don  this. 
Tormenting  Confcience  with  tenthoufand  Horrours 
Haunts  all  my  fleeplefs  nights. 

Clar.  A  ileeplefs  night  t  And  is  that  all  thy  punilhment  t 
Each  puny  Crime 

May  wound  as  deep  as  that.  But  can’ll  thou  think 
Orfanes  Blood,  and  all  my  wrongs  demand  no  more. 

Oront .  Thy  wrongs  demand 
All  all  fates  Bloodieft  Shafts,  the  heavielt  Load 
That  ere  crufht  Guilt,  or  ftruck  confuhon  dead, 

This  Angle  Criminal  Headdeferves  ’em  all 
Unlefs  a  kind  Reprieving  Mercy  dawn 
From  thofe  fair  Twins  of  Life. 

Claris.  ‘  Mercy  to  Thee, 

Txhy  Crimes,  thou  dire  Deftroyer !  Can  thy  bafenefs 
Dare  lodge  fo  vile  a  Thought  of  Clarifmunda  ! 

The  Sacred  Blood  of  the  immortall  Cyrus, 

That  tame  forgiving  Fool. 

Oront .  Alas  dear  Madam  ! - 

Clar .  No  King,  I  have  a  Lacrccian  Soul  within  me  .* 
With  mere  then  all  her  Wrongs,  my  Hope,  Peace,  Life, 
All  raviih’c  by  thy  worfe  then  Tar  quin  Cruelty. 

And  if  perhaps  I  have  outTiv’d  her  Fall, 

’Tis  onely  to  outaft  her  Vengeance.  She 
Poor  Martyr  dyed  too  foon.  Her  doling  Eyes 
Shut  out  that  charming  feene,  the  rowzing  Thunder 
Hung  o’re  herpunifht  Ravilhers  head  :  the  dyed 
Before  her  dear  Revenge.  But  I  would  live 
For  mine  (  if  thou  darft  let  me  live,  )  live  Tyrant 
To  wake  the  arming  World  for  thy  Deftru&ion. 

Oront.  Oh  hold  my  fair  Accufer,  think,  oh,  think 
When  my  mad  Rage  and  all  my  brutal!  Fires 
Walk’d  fortji  with  that  too  hideous  Arme  of  Death 
Twas  onely  Love  that  ftruck  the  barbarous  Blow. 

Claris.  Love/ 

Oront.  All  commanding  all  reiiftiefs  Love. 

Alas,  1  faw  the  cruell  Clarifmunda 
Deaf  to  my  kghs  and  pray’rs  *,  my  happy  Rivall 
With  all  the  Pride  of  un  infultlng  Conquerour 
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Even  in  his  Chains  my  Tyrant,  the  bleft  Lord 

Of  Chrismunda' s  Heart  :  Think  how  I  faw 

The  flaming  Sword,  and  my  feafd  Gates  of  Paradice. 

And  if  my  burning  Love  and  boyling  Envy 
S well’d  my  Defpair  too  high,  impute  th’  Effe&s 
To  a  too  power  full  Caufe.  Alas,  I  cut 
'LIT  excluding  Barr  betwixt  my  Heav’n  and  Me. 

Claris.  Yet  hold—*—' This  Infolence  outftns  thy  fir  It  black  Guilt* 
Whatthoth7  Injuftice  of  our  partiall  Deftiny 
Thre  w  the  unhappy  Champion  of  our  Caufe, 

By  Wafrs  rough  Chance  a  Captive  in  thy  Pow’r  \ 

Dares  thy  Barbarity  make  Love,  great  Love, 

A  Plea  for  Murther  ?  Could  that  noble  Paffion 
Transforme  thee  to  a  Ruffian  ?  Had’fl;  thou  been 
That  Godlike  thing  a  Lover,  thoud’ft  have  feen 
Thy  happy  Rivall  with  more  generous  Envy  ; 

And  in  thy  glorious  Indignation  free’d  him 
From  his  vile  Chains  *,  bid  him  difpute  his  Title 
To  Clarifmunda's  Heart  with  his  drawn  fword. 

Had  he  fo  fain,  and  his  triumphant  Conquerour 

Staind  with  his  warm  warm  Blood — thus  hadft  thou  woed  me— 

Butin  cold  Murder,  his  poor  naked  Throat 

Given  up  to  Butchers  Hands,  thy  Slaves  and  Hangmen ! 

Shame  of  a  Throne,  thou  eternall  Brand  of  Empire  I 
Oront .  And  is  this  all  my  Love  rouft  ever  flope/ 

Claris  Hope  wretched  King  \  why  does  thy  tirefome Folly 
Force  my  repeated  Scorneboth  of  thy  Crown  and  Thee 
Thus  often  to  pronounce  the  fatall  never  ?. 

Oront .  Never  / 

Claris .  Shoud  this  degenerate  Breaft  defcend  fo  low 
Bu  to  Dream  Kindnefs  to  Orfanes  Murderer  ; 

I’de  tear  my  Traytour  Heart  up  by  the  Roots, 

$ut  for  fo  poor  a  Thought.  Love  thee  /  Yes,  King, 

If  to  owe  thee  Curfes  more  then  Plagues  can  pay  thee 
Thy  dying  Groans  more  Mufick  to  my  foul. 

Then  all  the  Quires  of  Heaven,  be  Love,  I  love  thee, 

Oront.  Well,  Madam,  you  have  fworn  my  feal\i  DeftrufiioD  \ 
And  rather  then  a  Doom  front  that  fair  Mouth 
Should  want  the  Weight  of  Fate,  with  ray  own  Hand,  * 

Tie  ay d  my  Labouring  Defliny.  Go,  Briomar, 

Draw  on  t  ten  Thoufand  Horfe,  and  in  their  Head, 

Bear  that  reientl.fs  Beauty  back  to  Perfia , 

A  Prefeatt’  her  avenging  brothers  Arms. 

Claris.  Ay,  King,  do  This — 

Oront,  Yes,  go,  dear  charming  Death* 

Bring 


Bring  the  whole  r  nd  Force  of  Heaven  and  Earth 
To  hunt  down  th  abarian. 

Too  cruell  Vengeance,  at  Thy  Tyrant  call, 

All  thy  arm’d  fbafcs  on  this  doom’d  Head  mult  fall  j 
And  Humble  kneeling  Love  fhall  bear  e*m  all. 

-Silt  dear  remoi  fiefs  Fair  *,  if  all  the  pangs 

Of  my  poor  bleeding  Heart - 

Claris,  All  the  old  Hatefull  Theme.  No  more  :  no  more. 
Remember,  King,  I  have  Your  facred  Promife 
.  To  fend  me  back  to  my  avenging  brothers. 

Oront.  True}  I  have  promifed, and  the  dread  Command 
Of  CUrifmunda ,  though  at  no  lefs  price 
Then  my  Souls  Death,  (hail  be  obey’d.  Go  }  Briomar , 

Performe  your  Charge  }  conduQ:  that  fair  Inexorable 
T’  her  Royall  brothers  Arms  —  Bat  tell  thofe  brothers-™ 

Yes,  lay  my  blufh  and  my  fname  before  e’m  ; 

And  tell  the  injur  u  Majefty  of  Perfia, 

My  foul  unman’d,  and  all  my  Reafon  drownd, 

I  did  that  fhamefull  Deed.  But  tell  e’m  too, 

The  Arute  offended,  but  the  King  repents. 

Tell  e’minftead  of  all  their  Arm’d  Revenge, 

Death,  Fire,  and  Sword,  fack  Towns,  and  burning  Gitys 
Kind  Hymens  Torch  prefents  a  gentler  Fire. 

Claris .  No  more,  vain  talking  Frenzy — ► 

Ororn .  Yes,  beauteous  Cruelty, 

Teh  e’m  that  Mighty  Love— 

Claris .  That  Mightier  Vengeance* — 

Oront .  With  all  the  Eloquence  of  immortall  Truth— 

Claris.  With  all  the  Horrours  of  Eternall  fhame — - 
Oront .  For  Mercy,  Mercy,  call. 

Claris,  For  Alood,  for  Alood. 

Oront,  For  Alood  than,  fince  no  lefs  then  Alood  miift  pay. 

Go,  Briomar ,  that  Voice  of  Death  obey. 

Arme  Arme  the  World  againft  this  hated  Head  : 

And  forge  the  Aolts  to  ftrike  this  Monfter  dead. 

Go,  Fairy  Treafure,  Vanifiiing  Aright nefs,  go. 

Aut  Clarismmda , 

If  Thou  muft  kill,  why  the  poor  Perfian  fwords, 

Why  arming  Worlds,  and  angry  Heav’n  againft  me. 

No,  fairer  Deity  •,  weil’d  thy  own  bright  Vengeance ; 

Thy  Eyes  the  Gods  Expence  of  Thunder  fave, 

And  lend  me  from  their  Darts  a  nobler  Grave. 

Extent  all  lent  Celeftina  and  Rofalin . 
Celeft.  Now  Rofalin ,  what  thinkft  thou  of  my  Sybil!, 

My  Scythian  Prophetefs  / 
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Rofat.  Think  / 

Cclefi .  Doll  not  fee 

We  are  moving  to  a  fairer  Feild  of  Fortune, 

The  Court  of  Perfia ,  beauties  bright  Meridian  ! 

How  looks  her  kind  prediction  now  ?  Do^s  not 
My  Royall  Conqueft  wear  a  promifing  Face  f 
Rofal.  Fan  tom  and  Phrenzy. 

Celtft  Spight  and  Envy  !  No  ; 

Thou  fnarling  Iafidell,  th**  Oraculous  Truth 
Had  Heav’n  in^t,  and  I  mull,  and  will  beleive  her. 

Rofal.  Well,  if  your  Faitlfs  fo  ftrong,  beleive,  and  profper* 
Celeft.  Yes  Rofalin ,  and  to  confirme  that  Faith 
Sleeping  this  night  I  faw  the  fweeteft  Villon. 

Methoughts,  a  glittring  Trcop  danced  all  around  me, 
Clapt(their  gay  Wings,  and  in  one  ecchoing  Voice, 
Stupendious  Words,  that  lightend  as  they  fj 
Saluted  me  with 

Hayle  thou  beauteous  Miracle, 

Go  on,  thou  Royall Conquerour  \  fo  conquer 
Till  Poets  make  thee  their  Eternall  Song  *, 

And  wanton  Painters  like  the  bold  Prometheus , 

When  theyM  give  Souls  to  fhadows,  from  thy  Heav’ns 
Shall  Steal  tlfimmortall  Fires. 

Res.  By  Love  all  R.apture  ! 

Cel.  No  fooner  was  the  gaudy  Villon  vanilh’t. 

But  ftraight  1  dreamt  of  that  fair  Grecian  Dame 
That  drew  the  Swords  of  the  Contending  Univerfe, 

The  glorious  fubjeCt  of  a  ten  years  War  7 
And  the  no  lefs  immortall  Cleopatra , 

Her  bleeding  Antony ,  and  perfuing  Cafar, 

With  burning  Troy/,  and  Worlds  for  Beauty  loft.* 

Rof  Well,  Celeftina ,  if  no  lefs  Originals 
Then  Egypt  s  Cleopatra ,  or  Greek  Helens , 

Are  thofe  fair  Eyes  your  golden  Dreams  mull  copy. 

In  that  bleft  day  exped  my  duteous  Homage 
Amongft  your  kneeiing  %ve$. 

Cel.  Yes,  that  bleft  Day  ! 

Now  to  the  Court,  that  Lottery  of  Beauty, 

Where  all  the  Fair  for  the  great  Prize  put  in. 

And  boldly  ftake  their  All  to  lofe  or  win. 

And  whilft  one  Hand  at  an  unhappy  Fling 
Draws  but  a  Blank,  the  other  draws  her  King. 

With  the  fame  Hope  for  the  fame  Lot  lie  go. 

And  try  if  therms  a  Monarch  for  my  Throw. 


[Exeunt, 


Scene  changes  to  a  Paliace. 

Enter  Tygranes. 

Tygr.  What  art  thou  Love,  that  thus  out  liv’ft  Defpair 
Oh  thou,  whofe  too  ftrong  vital  Pulfes  beat 
When  hope  thy  Life  is  dead.  Too  fair  Herminia , 

Tho’  loft,  for  ever  loft,  thy  haunting  Form 
Array’d  with  all  thy  Charms  glides  dazling  by, 

Whilft  my  devouring  Soul  leaps  forth  to  meet  thee 
And  grafps  at  fleeting  Ayr.  Too  dear  Herminia , 

Yes,  I  will  love  thee  ft  ill — But  (  oh  )  fo  love  thee. 
Love  thy  bright  Glory,  thy  unenvyed  Happinefs, 
Thy  Monarchs  Arms,  and  all  thy  Nuptiall  BlifTes, 

My  whole  unmurmuring  Souls  divineft  MuficL 

Enter  Meffenger. 

Mefs.  Sir, fome  Officers  wait  your  Command. 

Enter  Officers. 

Tygr.  Admit  e’m.  Well,  my  Warriours 
-  How  fare  my  valiant  Hearts  ? 

Offi.  Tough  as  our  Arms, 

And  cheerfull  as  our  Caufe  / 

Tygr.  Thoufpeakft  my  Souldier— ■ — 

1.  Offi,  As  all  our  Veins,  and  all  our  Lives  (hail  fpeak. 

2.  Offi  Already,  Sir,  Your  great  Allies  have  joyn’d  us 
A  noble  Train  of  War.  From  Weftern  Nile 

To  Eaftern  Indus  Streams,  united  Jfiay 

brings  her  proud  banners  to  your  Royall  Standard. 

By  this  good  Sword,  and  this  old  Arm,  1  think 
More  gallant  Troops,  nor  more  refolvM  battalions, 

A  fairer  Front  of  the  bold  Sons  of  Glory 
Ne’er  ffiook  the  Earth  beneath  them. 

i.  Offi.  And  great  Sir, 

May  I  prefume  to  add  one  bold  Word  more, 
lo  cheer  our  Hearts  after  our  id  ft  loft  battle 
And  edg  our  Swords  for  a  new  fairer  Game, 

Ferfia  fought  then,  but  Clarifmanda  now7. 

Tygr .  Yes,  my  kind  Souldier,  in  your  iaft  loft  Game 
A  weaker  Quarrell,  and  a  fainter  Arm, 

Only  Powers  wanton  Luxury,  Ambition* 

Fought  then*,  But  a  Diviner  Caufe,  wrong’d  Honour, 
And  Sacred  Vengeance  now. 
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-  inter  King  and  Herminia,  Mirvan,  Amorin,  Guards,  &c. 

King.  My  bed  Tygranes 
Life  of  my  Caufe,  thou  Eldeft  Son  of  War, 

And  bolded  Heir  of  Fame  j  my  waiting  Armyes 

Call  thy  Commanding  Arm  to  lead ’em  forth  to  Glory. 

Tygr .  As  faras  humane  Strength  can  pufh  for  Glory 
This  Arm  fhall  lead  }  and  Sir  to  joyn  that  Arm 
I  hope  the  Great  Deciding  Powers,  that  hold 
I  he  Fate  of  War  and  turn  the  Scales  of  Battle, 

Have  one  kind  Lawrell  for  the  poor  Tygranes . 

For  Yis  but  Juftice,  Heaven  }  one  Smiling  Day 
For  all  the  melancholly  niggard  Portion 
Your  unkind  Stars  have  dealt  me.  And  for  all 
The  MafTy  Favours  you  have  heap’d  upon  me. 

Great  Sir  permit  my  bending  Duty  Tall  v 
Thus  low  to  take  up  the  fair  Load  of  Honour. 

King  Rife,  my  Tygranes ,  This  too  humble  Gratitude 
Orepays  the  Gift  I  make. 

Tygr.  Orepays !  No  /  Sir. 

You'Ve  lodg’d  in  this  Young  Arm  a  Truft  fo  glorious— 

King  And  thou’le  difeharge  it  with  a  Faith  more  glorious. 

1  ygr.  I  hope  indeed  1  (hall.  This  I  dare  promife  y 
I  go  io  ke  n  for  War,  fo  arm’d  for  Battle, 

My  Caufe  fo  Precious  and  my  Life  fo  worthlefs, 

That  the  Great  Game  of  Death  was  never  play’d 
By  a  left  fhaking  Hand. 

King.  So  fpeak  the  Souls 
Of  our  Great  Race,  the  tranfmigrating  Fires 
T  hat  warm  thy  noble  Breaft. 

Tygr .  But  Sir  before  i  go,  take  my  Laft  Prayer  .* 

May  all  the  Sweets  of  ever  fragrant  Love 

Heap  your  full  Jo  s.  ’Twixt  that  fair  Heaven  and  You 

Eternal!  jo  Peans  ling  before  you  : 

Smiles  wake  Your  Morns,  and  Angells  lull  your  Sleeps. 

King.  This  is  too  kind  Tygranes , 

Tygr.  And  when  in  rny  Rough  Toylsand  heavyer  Marches  - 
Amid  ft  the  Shriller  Louder  Voice  of  War 
Some  fofter  Trump  of  Fame  fhall  fweetly  Chant 
in  my  pleafs’d  Ears  how  fair  Herminia  loves  : 

Flow  that  all  Nuptiall  truth,  all  Bridall  Sweetnefs 
With  all  the  Riot  o  unmeafurd  blifles 
Crowns  the  dear  Love  of  her  embracing  Lord  j 

%en  l  fliall  hear  that  dear  that  bleffed  Sound, 
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With  open  Arms  He  meet  the  darling  Joy,. 

And  clafp  it  as  the  Mrs.  of  my  Soul— 

Thus  I  may  love  Herminia — 

Berm.  Love  me  Prince! 

Yes  fucha  Love  Tygranes - Oh  thou  matchlefs 

Originall  of  Virtue/  Love  like  Thine 

How  fhall  I  e’re  return.  Go  then,  brave  Warriour, 

Go  where  bright  Honour  call',  and  when  thy  Sword 
Thro  grappling  Dangers  hews  thy  path  to  Glory, 

Be  thou  Herminia' s  Champion  and  I  Thine. 

For  oh  Tygr anes  to  adorn  that  brow 
And  pull  down  Viflory  on  that  bleft  Head, 

Tie  borrow  from  the  Arms  of  my  kind  Lord 
A  bending  Knee  to  He  v’n  for  dear  Tygranes. 

Tygr.  And  will  the  kind  Herminia  do  all  this. 

For  loft  Tygranes ,  the  Divine  Herminia 
A  Beauteous  Suppliant  to  th’  immortall  Throne 
Breath  afoft  Prayer,  and  melt  the  liftning  Gods, 

And  all  for  worthlefs  me  !  Then  I  am  orepay\l 
For  all  my  bleeding  fighs.  So  bleft—— 

Berm.  So  bleft,  if  fhe  can  give  thee  bleffings,  all  my  OriTona 
My  tendreftVows  for  Thy  Succefs  Tie  pay, 

With  fo  much  Zeal  the  pious  offering  giv’n 
Whilft  thou  fhalt  combat  Earth  fie  wreftle  Heaven. 

King »  Hold  my  Herm’ma ,  thou  too  Godlike  Goodnefs, , 

And  take  me  with  thee  in  this  generous  Conteft. 

A  Prayer  for  dear  Tygranes !  Prayers  and  Hecatombs .* 

Incenfe  and  Sacrifice,  all  Pomp  Divine  \ 

Altars  fhall  fmoak  and  blazing  Temples  Shine. 

United  Heaven  and  Earth  fhall  joyn  for  Thee  ^ 

Thou  and  the  World,  brave  Youth,  the  Gods  and  we* 

Enter  Meffenger. 

Me[f.  Your  Royal!  Sifter 
Conduded  by  ten  thoufand  Scythian  Horfe 
Sent  by  the  Mercy  of  her  pitying  Conquerour, 

Free  and  unranfomM  is  returning  home. 

King.  Free  and  unranfom’d  /  Yes,  relenting  Tyranty 
Like  flowry  Garlands  to  a  bleeding  Vidim, 

A  poor  amends  for  Clarifinunda's  Wrongs. 

Tygr ,  For  the  Reception  of  our  Royail  Sifter, 

Hafte,  Orimonr  draw  forth  a  thoufand  Horfe 
Thatthefe  embracing  Arms  may  fly  to  meet  her.  Exit., 

King .  My  dear  Herminia ,  the  foft  fweets  of  Love 
Till  this  bleO;  Minute  have  been  all  my  Theme, 

Mat  now,  my  feireft,  lam  forced  to  borrow 

From 
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From  the  kind  Arms  of  Joy  one  hour  for  pity. 

I  have  a  mourning  Sifter, 

A  wrong’d  one  my  Hermima,  whofe  Returne 
Muft  call  one  Tear  even  from  the  Eyes  t f  Love. 

Queen.  A  Tear  for  Clanfn^.nda  !  Yes  my  dear 
Lov’d  Lord,  if  that  wrong’d  Sifter  does  demand 
The  Royall  Tribute  of  thofe  richer  Pearle, 

I  hope  you’ll  give  tbefe  Eyes  the  Leave  to  add 
Their  pious  Offring  too. 

K ug.  I  h i n e ,  my  Hermima  ! 

Queen.  Mine,  and  all  Eyes.  At  bleeding  Virtues  Sufferings 
Our  Griefs  are  but  our  Sympathetic^  pains.  * 

Each  melting  Eye  at  that  fad  Object  mourns: 

Ihe  Loadftar  draws,  and  trembling  Pity  turns. 

Enter  Tygranes  Leading  Clarifmunda,  Celeftina, 
Rofalin  &c . 


rlan.  My  Brother  and  my  King! 

Take  to  thy  Arms,  thy  generous  pitying  Arms 
This  Load  of  Mifery,  Defpair  and  Ruin. 

King.  Fair  Flower  of  Paradice,  the  fweeteft  Rofe 
Set  in  the  Thorns  of  Life,  dear  Royall  Mourner 
My  Souls-  beft  half,  my  own  immortall  Veins. 

Clar .  Thy  Veins!  No  Sir  that  once  fair  Chriftall  Fountain 
Pythe  embitter’d  Gall  of  Woes  all  poyfon’d, 

[The  King g^s  on  Celeftina. 
My  1  lood  runs  Death,  and  I  am  thy  Veins  no  more. 

King  What  do  I  fee !  Great  Gods  ! 

Clar.  i>ut,  oh,  dread  Sir, 

In  my  affrighting  Wounds,  my  Savage  Wrongs, 

I  have  brought  home—-- 

King,  Thofe  Eyes,  my  Clarifmunda - 

Clar.  Eyes  Sir  ! - 

King.  Thofe  Wrongs,  my  Sifter — 2?ut  proceed. 

Clar.  Thofe  Wrongs  indeed  !  So  wronged, 

There’s  not  that  miniftring  Saint  at  Heavens  high  Throne 
Put  midft  his  Scenes  of  everlafting  Joys, 

Looks  down  on  Clarismunda* s  hideous  Ruines. 

Mine,  mine’s  a  Caufe - 

King.  Py  Heavens,  amazing  Fair — 

Clar.  What  fays  my  King  ? 

King.  Thy  Caufe  my  Sweet,  go  on. 

CUr .  Yes,  my  dear  Brother,  and  what’s  more  then  Brother 
My  Che  'Dion  and  my  King ,  By  thofe  great  Names 


I  call 
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1  call  and  challenge  thy  avenging  Sword, 

Thy  Sword,  my  Soverain  Juftice 

King.  Artaban  ?  [withdrawing  from  Clarifniunda  and  wintering r 

[  Clarifmunda  ftrikes  into  Difeourfe  in  the  mean 
,  [while  in  dumb  flow  with  the  Queen  and  T ygr. 

Amor .  Mirvan ,  doft  mark  that  Charming  Stranger  there  ? 

Mir .  Ay,  and  that  firing  King  too.  [  afide  to  Amorin. 

King.  That  Lady  [to  Artaban. 

Art.  My  dread  Lord  !  King .  That  fair  one. 

Celefi .  Shoot  home  my  Charms !  now  my  Prophetick  Glory !  [afide 
Mir.  Shine  out  fair  ftranger  [afide  to  Celeftina. 

Celefi.  Boy  !  Mir.  There’s  Honour  near  ye. 

Tygr.  Dear  Sifter  thefe  Refenting  Murmurs  fpeak 
With  fuch  an  Emphafis. 

Clar.  Do  they  fpeak  Brother  ! 

They  muft  aft  too  :  Thefe  wrongs  that  find  a  Tongue 
Muft  find  an  Arm,  Tygranes .  Tygr.  Yes  Royall  fufferer, 

Thou  (halt  have  Vengeance,  Vengeance,  Clarismmd ^ 

If  Arming  Man  and  ayding  Heaven  can  give  it  thee. 

Clar .  Do  this,  and  all  my  work  of  Life  is  done : 

And  when  thy  Sword  draws  bloud,  drink  deep,  my  Brother-, 

Remember  nothing  but  a  pile  of  Death 

Can  build  the  Tomb  of  Love.  Build  thou  that  Tomb 

For  Clarifmunda  \  then  I  dare  dye  pleas’d 

When  I  have  feen  my  blazing  monument  rays’d. 

King.  Succeed  and  Challenge  that  Reward, my  Artaban  [  to  Arta. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Celeftina  and  Mirvan. 

Celefi .  ’Tis  don  ’tis  done  \  I  read  it  in  his  Eyes  } 

The  Golden  Shaft  and  all  the  whole  Blind  God. 

Now  my  kind  Sybill  thou  haftfullfill’d  thy  Promife.* 

And  I  could  kneel  to  thank  thy  Charming  Oracle. 

Oh  Beauty  /  Love  and  Triumph  wait  thy  Throne, 

Hold  my  kind  Toy!  but  fa  ft,  the  Game’s  my  own.  [Exit. 

Mir .  So*, — a  poor  Slave  has  Charms  to  fnare  a  King: 

Yes,  fair  unknown,  th’  Imperiall  Thunderer 
Hangs  gathering  o’re  thee,  in  a  glittering  Shower, 

And  ’tis  but  fpreading  of  thy  Smiles  before  him 
Tocatch  the  Golden  God. — well !  There’s  Love  for  you  - 
Death!  what  was  I  born  for  /  Love’s  not  my  Province: 

The  Sweets  of  Life  are  banifh’t  from  thefe  Lips. 

Kind  Nature  ftampt  me  in  Heavens  Image,  Man, 

Born  with  a  Face  perhaps  t’have  Captived  Queens. 

Till  mercinary  Infamous  Barbarity 
(  An  Evnudi  Monfter  )  bafely  rob’d  my  Cradle, 

And  left  me  a  dull  Drone  of  the  Creation. — 

D 


Since 


(  i*  ) 

/  /  *  ..  f  ^ 

Since  then  the  Gall,  and  Dreggs  of  Life,  are  all 
My  Portion  j  to  requite  the  fpightfull  worlds 
Llnkindnefs,  let  me  this  one  pleafure  find 
To  doal  round  my  own  Draught  to  all  Mankind. 

Finis  Acim  Sccnndt. 


A  C  T.  I II.  S  C  E  N  E.  I. 

V  y. 

Herminia  difcover'd  Sleeping  on  a  couch  Attended  by 
Mirvan  And  Amorin. 


Song. 

'\j\TJHy  do**  the  Idle  World  tniftakey 
V  \  And  Love  a  Godhead  make  I 

If  Love  were  Heav'n,  like  Heaven  twoifd  lafi$ 

And  the  Immortall  Joys  would  never  dye . 

Ah  nofalfe  many  at  ev^ry  blaflr 
h}  broken  Tows  Loves  fleeting  Shadows  fly. 

Down  then  let  all  his  G  lory sf ally 
His  Templet,  Altarsy  Empire ,  all 
To  dirt  and  Ajhes  trod : 

For  oh  the  Fools y  for  oh  the  Foolsy  that  make  blind  Love  a  God. 


So  when  fair  Celia  mourn d  to  find 
Philander  fo  unkind  \ 

She  flaw  the  Tempefi  toll  too  fafiy 
And  all  o\efprcad  her  rifling  Mornings  dawn  -r 
Her  louring  Fate  was  quite  d'recaft 
And  her  Ecclipfing  Gbrys  aR  withdrawn . 

But  tho ’  there  jhine  fuch  fading  Jemms 
In  brittle  Earthly  Diadems , 

Foor  Celia  nere  defpair  : 

There's  Starrs  above,  there’s  fiarrs  above  to  crown  thee  brighter  there . 


The  Scene  (louts  and  Mir.  and  Amo.  advance  upon  the  Staoe. 

Amor,  Mirvan-y  this  fair  Scythians  Charms  are  Pure 

KJr  Made  up  of  Prodigy  *,  and  the  blind  God 
Has  ftockt  her  with  luch  Shafts,  her  Eyes  Difdain 
To  play  a  lefTer  Game  then  Miracles, 

Mir.  Miracles- indeed:  An  unknown  Stranger  face 
Who,,  or  from  whence  Hell  knows,  to  catch  a  Monarcir 
Irom.a  young  Princely  Bride  the  fair  Herminiax, 

ABeau- 
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A  Beauty  fcarce  Enjoy’d. 

TIu  very  Virgin  Blufheson  her  Cheeks 

Sfift  warme;  that  lovelyeftRofe  gather’d  but  yefterday, 

And  all  the  fragrant  Sweets  thrown  by  to  day. 

Abandon’d,  Slighted — ay  and  all  this  too 

By  the  ftrange  Charms  of  fuch  an  Eafy  wanton 

That  Scarce  held  out  the  Courtfhip  of  an  hour. 

But  See  the  glittring  Pageant  moves  this  way. 

With  what  Devouring  ravenous  Eyes  he  fwallows 
The  fair  Definition. 

Amor.  Eut  my  dear  Loft  Mrs. 

The  poor  Herminia ,  what  a  mournfuH  part 

Haft  thou  in  this  gay  Scene.  Too  unkind  King - * 

Was  it  for  this,  in  thy  firft  blooming  Youth, 

By  thy  Imperial!  Fathers  kind  Commiflion 
A  Vifitant  in  the  fair  Court  of  India% 

That  Early  Votary t* Hermma\  Eyes, 

Thou  knelft  at  thofe  dear  Feet - Sweet  injur’d  Goodnefs 

My  heart  bleeds  for  thee, 

Mir.  Troth  fo  does  not  mine. 

Amor.  How  Mirvan,  canft  thou  fee  our  Royall  Mrs. 

The  poor  negleted  Queen,  thus  Scorn’d,  thus  Slighted, 
Without  one  pitying  Thought. 

Mir.  A  pitying  Thought! 

Faith  none  at  all. 

Amor .  Canft  thou  be  Man  and  fay  this? 

Mir.  No,  Fool,  were  I  a  man  I  ftiould  not  fay  this. 

But  when  the  curfed  Luxury  of  Greatnefs 
As  the  early  brand  of  a  Court  Slave, 

(  A  dog  a  nobler  Creature  )  took  Man  from  me, 

It  took  Humanity  too— Spight,  darling  Spight. 

Amor.  But  See  the  Queen  and  Princefs 
Mir .  Well  if  this  fair  Scythian  Wanton 
This  white  fhe-devil  do  not  prove  at  laft 
That  firebrand,  that  State-Firebrand,  as  ihall  one  day 
Set  Perfia  in  a  Flame  :  ~ — if  this  fhe-Phaeton 
Prove  not  at  laft  the  arranteft  State-grievance 
E’re  ruin’d  Monarch,  or  Suck’t  Nationfpoor, 

May  my  Propheticks  be  believed  no  more. 

Enter  Queen  and  Clarifmunda. 

Queen.  The  Treafure  of  my  foul,  my  dear  Lords  Love, 
The  hoarded  Mafs  of  a  whole  Ages  Blifs 
Ail  by  one  midnight  Thief  for  eve'r  loft. 

Clar.  Indeed  my  Royall  Sifter  thy  fad  Story 
Melts  pity  from  my  Eyes  \  and  truft  me,  dear  Herminia , 
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My  own  unhappy  Load  of  Miferies 

Have  dreinM  thefe  Streams  fo  low,  their  did  not  want 

Thy  Sufferings  to  rayfe  a  fecond  Spring. 

Onem  This  generous  Senfeof  my  hard  Fatefpeaks  thee. 

So  truly  kind -  Claris .  So  truly  juft,  Herminia . 

For  in  the  deep  Refentments  of  thy  Wrongs 
Mine  is  no  common  Share.  ’Twas  Clarifmunda 
Was  their  unfortunate  Caufe.  That  infamous  Creature 
That  Scythian  Devill  my  unhappy  Favourite  * 

By  my  miitaken  Charity  to  that 

Deluding  Face,  the  fa  tall  Cockatrice  Egg 

Hatcht  by  my  warmth  to  all  this  brood  of  Mifchiefe. 

Queen.  Nay  Clarismunda ,  charge  not  Thy  fair  Virtue 
With  fo  unjuft  a  Stain.  Thy  part  was  innocent. 

When  angry  Providence  refolves  to  kill 
It  eafily  finds  the  Means.  Mifery,  and 
Misfortune  (till  like  Weeds  and  poyfons  Shoot 
Alas  they  want  a  very  little  Root¬ 
ed.  Sweet  murmuring  Turtle  hufh  thy  mournful!  plaints 
And  bear  thy  Soul  above  the  Worlds  poor  fpight. 

Let  thy  dark  (hades  make  thy  fair  Truth  more  bright. 

*Tis  the  True  Diamond  that  fhines  by  night. 

And  then  the  frowns  of  Fortune  we  out  brave 
When  Grief  is  not  our  Tyrant  but  our  (lave.  E&emt 

Enter  Orontes  difgutfd  attended  onely  by  Briomar. 

Grant  Yonder  fhe  moves,,  my  louring  planet  moves. 

But  why  do  1  not  follow  her,  run  to  her, 

Run  to  my  doom,  and  catch  her  blafling  fires. - 
Bid  all  her  blazing  Bolts  of  Thunder  turn  i 
Court  the  Keen  Lightning  of  her  Eyes,  and  burn. 

Briom.  Oh  Royall  Sir,  think  to  what  threatning  Danger 
Will  your  Rafii  Love  expofe  your  Life  aud  Glory. 

Yes,,  if  bold  Truth  may  (peak,  to  what  unprincely 

Nay  what  unmanly  Dangers. -  Oront.  Preaching  fool  < 

No  more  profane  Refk&ionson  a  Caufe 

So  (acred. -  Briom.  Can  there  be  a  Caufe  fo-facred 

To  draw  you  forth  from  your  abandoned  Kingdoms,. 

And  in  this  poor  Difguife  to  quit  your  Throne  ?  (  Briomar 

Oront..  Quit  Thrones !  quit  Worlds,  quit  Earth  and  HeavVmy 
Run  mad,  defpair,  and  dye.  Briom.  Dye  Sir  f 

Oram  Yes,  dye. 

To  Deaths  fhort  pain  from  linrgring  Tortnres  fly  .° 

Plunge  the  Vafc  Deep,  and  launch  to  that  bleft  ihore 
Where  CUrifmunda^ $  Scorn  can  kill  no  more. 

Briom,  Death  Iconfefs is  Woesdait  certain  Remedy 
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But  when  the  Great  feek  Death,  they  ought  to  meet  him 
In  the  fair  Paths  of  Glory.  Poorly  dying 
Is  worfe  then  bafely  Living.  Sir,  confider 
YouVe  born  to  Empire,  hold  the  Charge  of  Kingdoms,, 

A  Royall  Caufe,  and  a  prote&ed  people ; 

Befldes  behold  a  gathering  Storm  before  you, 

Arms  at  your  Gates,  and  Vengeance  round  your  Walls, 
Advanceing  Enemies,  and  pufhing  Fate. 

That  Death  thou  feek’ft,  feek  nobly,  King.  Crown’d  Heads 
Should  not  fall  crulht  like  poor  defpairing  flaves, 

But  build  their  Monuments  when  they  digg  their  Graves* 

Oront.  Kind  Briomar ,  I  thank  thy  honeft  Love. 

Tis  true  the  Charge  of  Empire  lyes  upon  us. 

Yet  Heav’ns  Vicegerents  are  not  fo  all  Gods 
But  we  have  a  little  of  the  Man  about  us. 

Shackled  with  Soveraignty,  and  tyed  up  to  Honour, 

We  are  not  fo  faft  to  golden  Fetters  curft, 

But  Love  one  Link  of  the  long  Chain  may  burft. 

Oh  Briomar —  I  have  that  la  ft  Account  yet  to  make  up 
To  that  Fair  Tyrants  Ear  before  I  dye. 

That  as  thou  valueft  my  Eternall  Peace, 

By  all  thy  Loyalty  i  muft  conjure  thee. 

Under  the  fhelter  of  this  kind  Difguife, 

To  gain  me  an  Accefs.  But  one  bleft  Minute 
At  Clarifmunda* s  Feet. 

Briom ,  Butin  this  kind  Difguife  can  you  fo  rule 
Your  mafterM  Palfion,  as  toTeep  your  fhrow’d, 

Nafrantick  ftartto  burft  your  guardian  Cloud. 

Sir,  dare  you  promife  me.- —  Grants  Yes  1  dare  promife. 

Shall  I  per  for  me  my  Briomar  ?  Briom  How  Sir. 

Oront .  No  more  j  He  be  obey’d. 

Briom .  Then  Sir,  my  Duty  fhall  difpitte  no  morej 
Th’  Accefs  fhall  be  obtained  .*  Though  I  much  fear 
EfFefts  too  difmall.  Oront .  Leave  Effects  to  Fate  : 

Love.fpurs  the  Leap,  and  Danger  Checks  too  late.  Bxewt. 

Scene  a  Roam  of  State . 

Enter  Celeftina,  Rofalin  and  Women . 

Rof  Madam,  five  hundred  Talents  from  the  King, — 

Cel.  Have  Kift  my  Hand  this  Morning.  Rof.  From  Great  Love 
A  fair  prefented  Sum.  Cel.  To  buy  me  pins. 

A  fmall  Oblation.  But  my  Royall  VafTall 
Remembers  his  Allegiance  \  knows  his  Duty, 

And  pays  my  Eyes  their  Tribute —  Now,  my  Rofalin 7 
Howdoft  thou  like  the  Port  our  Greatnefs  bears  ?. 

Say 
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Say  is  a  Monarchs  Heart  a  Toy  worth  wearing  ? 

Rofal.  Your  Conqueft  is  a  perfeft  Raign  of  Wonders. 

Cel.  Nay,  I  have  conquer’d  now :  And  fuch  a  Conqueft, 
That  forfeited  Delight,  and  gorged  Ambition 
Hive  drunk  fo  deep,  that  they  can  thirft  no  more. 

Rof.  Madam,  the  Princefs — - 

Cel.  Ha  I  What  brings  her  here.  — perhaps 
The  Confciencious  Fool  comes  to  Preach  Honour, 

HerminW s  Wrongs,  and  Celeftiva* s  Fraylty } 

If  fo  \  I  am  refolvYI  I  will  receive  her 
Like  my  great  felf,  the  Miftrefs  of  a  PowY 
1  he  World’s  too  weak  to  lhake. 

Enter  Clarismunda. 

Claris.  I  ftoop  beneath  My  felf  when  I  defeend 
To  talk  with  Sin  and  Shame.  But  fweet  HerminU 
A  Champion  in  Thy  Caufe  commanding  Juftice 
Forgive  the  Faults  offending  Honour  makes 
No  ^  the  proud  Theif,  the  Syren  has  undon  thee 
Shall  not  move  off  with  Her  Rich  prize  fo  tamely. 

Pie  talk  with  the  gay  Sin,  and  giittring  Infamy. 

Cel  1  hefe  happy  Walls  and  their  more  happy  Miftrefs 
Thus  honour’d  and  thus  grace’d  !  Beleive  me  Madam, 

YouVe  fofurprized  me  with  this  wondrous  Goodnefs, 

T  ook  mefo  unprepared  for  a  Reception 

Worthy  of  fuch  a  Gueft —  Claris .  Hold,  there’s  no  need 

Of  fo  much  courtly  Ceremony.  All 

I  came  to  meet  I’ve  found,  thy  felf  *,  and  wilh 

The  Vifitant  I  bring  thee  may  receive 

But  half  this  promised  welcome.  Cel.  If  I  am  All 

You  came  to  feek,  1  am  proud  that  you  have  found  me. 

And  prouder  to  receive  whate’re  Commands 
Honour  can  give,  or  Honour  can  obey. 

As  fuch,  no  doubt,  you  bring  me,  fpeak  Your  pleafure. 

Clar.  Honour  !  Oh  thou  haft  named  the  richeft  Jem 
That  eYe  adorn’d  the  Fair  True  Honour,  Beauties 
Ineftimable  wealth  }  whilft  we  wear  Thee 
We  have  inexhaufted  Mines  of  endlefs  Treafure, 

Enough  t’enrich  the  world.  Where  Honour  Shines, 

Our  Eyes  are  Sparks  of  Heaven,  ’Tis  that  kind  Sun 
That  lights ’em  into  Stars.  The  Great  juft  Powers 
Madeusthe  faireft  work  of  their  Creation, 

Till  our  own  faults  our  own  defacing  Shame 
Unmakes  the  work  of  Gods. 

Celeft.  Ay,  now  you  charm  my  Ear  with  xavilhing  Mufick, 
Honour  our  Sexes  warmeft  Pride,  Our  whole 
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Devotion,  Saint,  Heaven,  All  we  kneel  and  pray  to. 

And  Madam,  if  thofe  Powers  you  name  have  made 
Beauty  the  Mafter-ftroak  of  their  Creation, 

I  thank  their  Generous  Moulding  Hands  Thefe  Eyes 
Are  not  their  pooreft  ftamp.  And  to  do  Juftice 
To  Heavens  unfinifht  Peice,  I  fhall  take  care 
In  the  bright  fphear  to  which  my  charms  have  rais’d  me. 

Not  to  unmake,  but  mend  the  work  of  Gods. 

Clarif.  The  Sphear  thy  Charms  have  rais’d  thee  to  /  No  thou 
Gay  gilded  Vanity,  call  ’em  thy  Sorceryes, 
d  he ’infatuating,  falfe  deluding  Fires 
Of  Sin  plumed  up  with  Power,  thou  vile  Ufurper. 

Celeft.  Ufurper  /  That  diminitive  Imp  of  Majefty, 

That  puny  poor  Prerogative  !  no  Madam 
Your  kinder  Juftice  fur e  can  find  my  Glories 
A  fairer  name.  Claris .  A  fairer  name  /  Celeft,  perhaps 
The  little  Murmures  Envy  and  Ignorance, 

Have  been  too  buify  with  your  Royall  Ear, 

And  breath’d  my  Name  with  their  unhallow’d  Lips. 

But  to  corred  th’ill  manner’d  Grin  of  Fools 
Let  the  Kings  Heart,  and  thefe  vidorious  Eyes 
Tell  the  vain  bahling  world  I  raign  by  Conqueft. 

Claris .  What  do  I  hear!  Oh  thou  amazing  Front 
Of  blufhlefs  Guilt !  Thou  fit’ll  enthron’d  in  Sin  then. 

Hold’ll  thy  black  feateof  lhame  by  Claim  and  Title, 

And  ftampfta  Royall  Soverainty  on  Damnation. 

Cel.  Madam,  this  Language — But  no  more 
You  are  too  blame,  miftaken  angry  Princefs  ^ 

For  when  I  fhall  enform  that  Peivifh  Snarler 

For  whom  thou  playft  the  Champion*  what  good  Offices  - 

I’ve  done  her  with  the  King,  She’le  have  but  fmall 

Occafion  of  Complaint,  For  I  mull  tell  you 

As  my  peculiar  Grace  1  have  given  him  Leave 

T’allow  her  a  fair  Court,  Guards  and  Attendants, 

And  all  the  Decency  that  fuits  her  Quality. 

Nay,  and  to  fhew  you  I’m  more  generous  ftill 
I  have  permitted  him  to  pay  her  the 
Ciivlityesof  a  Wife.  Claris.  Civilityes! 

Celeft.  And  let  me  tell  you.  ’Tis  not 
A  Common  Condefcenfion  in  a  Mrs. 

To  give  a  Wife  that  Liberty. 

Claris.  Great  Gods  /  This  is  beyond  all  mortall  Patience. 

She  gives  her  Husband  Leave  *,  ’cis  flie  allows  her 
Her  Favours  all — 

Oh  poor  fferminui ,  whither  art  thou  falPn,  [afide, 

Broug 
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Brought  thy  rich  Royall  Veins  from  thy  fair  India,  v 
To  be  a  Penfi-oner  to  a  vile  Wanton  ; 

Raign  the  Precarious  Partner  of  a  Throne. 

But  thou  rank  Weed,  thou  poyfonous  plant  of  Death, 
Oh^that  thou’dft  give  thy  Soul  but  fo  much  Leifure 
As  even  to  think — 

Cel.  Think!  I  have  Thought. 

For  Thinking’s  half  the  pleafure 
Claris.  No,  thou  too  hardend  Brow,  didft  thou  but  know 
What  tis  to  be---  Cel.  Ike  Mrs.  of  a  King — • 

Yes,  very  well. 

Liar.  The  Mrs.  of  a  King  !  no  fair  Perdition 
Change  that  gay  name  and  call  thy  felf  a  Prodigy. 

C cleft.  A  Prodigy!  Right;  all  made  up  of  Wonders. 

The  very  Thing  I  would  be. 

Claris  Barbarous  Creature  / 

Is  thy  Lethargick  Sleep  of  Death  fo  deaf 
To  all  th’  Alarms  of  Infamy  and  Vengeance  ; 

That  not  one  frighting  Dream  nor  waking  Horror 
Tells  thee  what  hideous  Loads  of  Woe  thou  hall  heaped 
OnWayling  Innocence,  the  wrong’d  Herminia ; 

Snatch’d  a  lov’d  Lord  from  her  embracing  Arms, 

And  left  her  mourning  Days  and  widow’d  Nights : 

Rob’d  all  her  Deareft  Joys. 

Celeft.  Tis,  true,  I  have  fo. 

And  I  confefs  the  Lofs  is  fomeihing  hard. 

But  to  repair  that  Lofs,  tell  the  fair  Mourner, 

Her  Charms  are  not  fo  loft,  but  thoufand  Cupids 
With  thoufand  Darts,  and  every  Shaft  a  Heart, 

Attend  the  dayly  Triumphs  of  her  Eyes. 

Claris.  Oh  my  Chaft  Ears  /  £ afide. 

Cel.  What  though  th’  ungratefull  King 
Has  play’d  the  Wanderer ;  can  that  fair  Shrine 
Want  Homagers  /  The  world  is  not  fo  poor. 

Claris.  Hold  profane  Infolent !  ftop  that  fulphurous  Breath. 
Rooted  with  horrour  I  have  heard  thee  out; 

And  a  chill  Damp  about  my  trembling  Heart 
Has  but  juft  left  me  blood  enough  to  blufh 
1  hat  thou  wert  born  of  Woman. 

Quick  Let  me  fly  that  cloven  footed  Treafon, 

Leaft  yawning  Earth,  and  {wallowing  Graves  receive  me. 

Cel.  Poor  angry  thing  farewell  *,  fuch  chattring  Daws 
Difmountmy  Eagle  Flight! 

That  bugbear  Confluence!  No, 

I’ve  Loves  whole  Feait  before  me.  And  let  thofe 
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Dull  puny  fqueamilh  Fools  that  dare  not  carve 

Hug  their  Lean  Virtue,  pine,  Defpair,  and  ftarve.  Exit . 

Scene  Changes , 

Enter  Herminia  and  Amorin. 

Herm .  Art  fure  this  is  the  Kings  Retiring  Hour, 

And  this  the  place  to  meet  him  ? 

Amor .  EvVy  Minute 

His  Prefence  is  expeded.  But  dear  Madam 
I  have  one  humble  pray’r,that  this  fmall  fervice 
Of  your  Obedient  have  be  kept  a  Secret  \ 

This  is  forbidden  Ground,  and  ’twill  be  more 
Then  half  the  price  of  my  poor  Life  to  ferve  you. 

Her.  Fear  not  fweet  Youth, Pie  guard  thee  from  that  Danger.  £Ex. 
Forbidden  Ground !  Is  Love  a  Crime  fo  mortall  ?  jj\mo. 

And  am  I  grown  that  poyfon  to  his  Eyes ! 

Oh  for  the  Spirit  of  the  great  S  emir  amis 

To  meet  my  wrongs,  and  ftemm  the  ftorm  that  finks  me 

No,  I’ve  too  much  the  Mothers  Milk  within  me, 

Weep  like  a  Girle,  and  bend  beneath  my  fufferings } 

Nature  intended  me  fome  humble  fhepherdefs, 

A  Creature  born  to  breath  her  plaints  to  Woods 
~  And  helplefs  Groves,  to  mix  her  feeble  Tears 
In  murmuring  Brooks }  too  weak  to  weild  the  Thunder, 

And  rowze  the  fleeping  Rage  of  injured  Majefty. 

Enter  King. 

King.  Herminia  l  Ha  !  That  Face',  and  in  thefe  Walls  I 
Methinks  I  feel  a  chilling  Damp  within  me, 

A  fecret  check  from  thofe  accufing  Eyes - 

Let  my  retiring  fhame —  [  going  back 

Herm.  My  Lord,  my  King  !  King.  Madam — ■ 

Herm.  I  have  a  Grace  to  beg.  Not  that  I’d  ask 
Ungratefull  Favours  from  You.  But  methinks 
From  all  your  long  long  Hours  of  happier  Blifles, 

Herminia ,  lure,  may  beg  one  borrow’d  Minute — 

King  That  painfull  Minute  j“  a  fide. 

Her.  There  was  once  a  day 
When  underneath  my  Native  Royall  Roof, 

Th’  Imperiall  Towrs  of  the  proud  Indian  Court, 

To  my  firft  Virgin  Charms  a  gawdy  Train 
Of  fuppliant  Kings,  all  Captives  to  my  Eyes 
Knelt  at  my  Feet,  unlefs  their  Sighs  deceive’d  me, 

(For  they  were  men  and  ’tis  a  flattering  World  ) 

I  think  ( if  you  have  not  quite  forgot )  my  Lord 
Was  one  of  that  fair  Train,  and  loved  me  too, 

E  Or 


Or  elfe  my  Virgin  heart  was  poorly  won." 

1  think  you  lov’d - But  if  I  am  miftaken, 

Corred  my  Fault,  and  I  will  weep  and  mend  it. 

King .  This  is  too  much  thou  murmuring  Sweetnefs  ; 

Dry  up  thy  Tears,  and  weep  no  more.  >  Herm,  No  more 
King .  No  more  ;  for  truft  me 
It  is  a  ftiowr  too  rich  to  fall  for  me. 

Herm.  Ah  King,  to  dry  thefe  ever  ftreaming  Sorrows, 

Is  not  my  work  but  Thine.  To  ftop  thefe  Fountains 
Shut  thou  the  fprings  that  feed  ’em.  Ah  my  Lord, 

Remove  the  fatal  caufe  of  ail  thefe  Tears 
And  then  Pie  ceafe  to  mourn. 

King .  Alas  Herminia  ! 

Upbraid  my  Guilt  no  more  ;but  think  me  punilht 
Even  in  my  very  Sin  :  for  when  I  am  falfe 
To  f  much  Truth,  a  Love  like  thine;  Yis  wiih 
That  c'onfcious  Shame,  and  thofe  accufing  Horrours— 

Herm.  That  pleafing  Pride  and  thofe  tranfporting  Charms : 
Thou  woud^ft  fay — Poor  Herminia ,  has  no  Charms 
Or  if  fhe  e^er  had  any,  even  their  very 
Remembrance,  like  a  laft  nights  Dream,  the  thin 
And  vaniihing  Shaddow  gone,  they  are  all  loft 
In  Celefiina's  Arms,  that  fatall  Ravifher 
Of  all  my  hopes,  my  Joys,  my  JJfe. 

King.  Ah  Madam, 

Ceafe  this  too  killing  Theme  :  conlider  me 
As  a  poor  helplefs  Wretch  driven  headlong  by 
An  unaccountable  refiftlefs  Power. 

Alas,  I  wou’d  be  faithful]  if  I  con'd.  , 

All  that  I  can,  command  my  bleeding  heart, 

My  bending  Neck,  my  Head  beneath  thy  Feet : 

Thefe  1  can  grant;  but  do  not  ask  impoffibles; 

Herm .  Impoffibles  !  nay  then  I  read  my  Fate.' 

King.  If  it  be  Fate  Tis  paft  our  humane  power 
Toreverfe  Deftiny,  and  in  fubmitting 
T’’  immutable  Decree  exalted  Virtue 
Exerts  her  nobleft  Wifdom  Patience. 

Herm.  Patience.  Enter  Tygranes.’ 

Yes  Sir  you  take  the  neareft  way  to  teach  it  me, 

For  when  your  ftrange  unkindnefs  gives  me  death, 

]  fhall  be  hufht  all  Patience  in  my  Grave. 

King.  Madam,  my  Charity  takes  me  from  your  light 
The  greateft  Height  of  pity  we  exprefs 

Tofhut  our  Ears  from  Greifs  we  can’t  redrefs.  [OJfring  to  go, 
Htrm*  Oh  ftay  upon  my  Knees  I  do  conjure  you. 
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Move  not  that  way:  That  killing  paflage  leads 
To  Celefi  in  a  -7  And  in  all  your  Cruelty 
Shew  that  poor  Mercy  to  the  loft  Hcrminti , 

To  ftayone  little  Minute  from  her  Arms. 

Tygr.  Oh  King,  can  fo  much  Beauty  plead  in  vain  ? 

All  thofe  rich  pearle,  thofe  dear  fair  Streams  of  Life 
Drop  from  thofe  Eyes  and  unreguarded  fall. 

King.  My  Brother  !  Tygr.  My  dread  Lord,  coud^ft  thou  but  think 
What  Glory  waits  on  Majefty,  where  Virtue 
Shines  the  bright  Jem  of  Diadems,  that  fweetnefs 
Need  not  have  Knelt  thus  long.  King.  Tygr  am  s ! 

Tygr.  Thou  dear  all  Soveraign  Goodnefs,  turn  but  one 
Kind  look,  and  veiw  that  lovely  Kneeling  Mourner 
Charming  in  Tears,  and  beauteous  even  in  Ruines. 

/Term.  Kind  Prince,  no  more :  fpend  not  thy  prodigall  Breath 
On  a  poor  Outcaft  Wretch,  not  worth  his  Thought. 

Tygr.  But  one  one  Lcok,  Think  but  what  charms  invite  thee. 
Humanity,  Religion,  Nature  *  the 
Whole  pitying  World  intreats  thee  back  to  Love. 

Oh  Sir  conlider  rayfe  your  mounting  Thoughts 
To  the  exalted  charms  of  Godlike  Vertue : 

Think  what  foft  Downin  Loves  rich  Bed  of  Honour, 

Fills  the  calm  pillows  of  embracing  Innocence. 

King .  Oh  my  Tygranes.  /Term.  Yes  my  dear  lov'd  Lord 

In  thefe  incircling  Arms  thefe  chaft  Embraces 
No  guilty  Dreams  the  ftarts  of  frighted  fin 
And  pangs  of  aking  guilt  will  wake  your  Aeeps, 

But  fair  all  Heavenly  Forms  leale  your  closed  Eyes, 

And  Qpires  of  Angells  lull  your  Golden  {lumbers. 

King^  Alas  my  poor  Herminiay  /Term.  Oh  my  Stars: 

I  fee  a  dawning  pity  in  his  Eyes 
Break  forth  my  riling  Sun  and  make  it  all 
Imraortall  Day  and  ever  Aiming  Joys. 

Take  Take  your  kneeling  Mourner  to  your  Arms  } 

Taie  me  to  love,  be  kind  and  bid  me  live. 

And  (tab  my  bleeding  breaking  Heart  no  more. 

King .  Thou  talk^ft,  fweet  Murmurer - - 

Tygr.  Oh  Sir  embrace  the  blefled  Minute, 

Return  to  her  dear  Arms,  return  to  all 

The  Joys  of  Earth  and  the  Rewards  of  Heav’n  : 

Think  but  what  Alining  Hoft  of  Supliant  Saints 
Expand  their  Arms  t’  embrace  thy  bleft  Repentance. 

King .  My  dear  Tygrams , 

My  Fame,  my  Crown,  and  my  Imperiall  Caufe 
Call  thee  to  Arras,  to  Arras:  My  mutter  M  Legions, 

E  2  And 
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And  marching  Armies  wait  thee  in  their  head. 

Go  forth  my  Son  of  War:  the  great  Tomorrow 
Leads  to  the  Field. 

Tygra .  Doubt  not  that  great  To  morrow; 

Be  you  but  Juft  to  day.  Run  to  her  Bofom  : 

Oh  run,  and  take  her  to  your  pitying  Mercy, 

Myriads  of  Joys  and  thoufand  thoufand  Blifles — 

King.  Battles  and  Arms!  Hark  the  Shrill  Trump  Tygranesr 
The  Alarm  of  Honour  calls. 

Tygra.  The  Trump  of  Virtue,  King  ; 

’Tis  that  that  founds  to  call  thy  wandring  Heart 
To  thefe  abandon’d  Arms. 

King.  The  Scythian  Tyrant, 

And  ClarismMtJda> s  Wrongs. 

Tygr.  Th  e  Scythian  Sorcerefs,  [Exit  King  forcing  him - 

And  loft  Htrmwia  s,  Wounds.  ifelffrom  them . 

Queen.  Toocruell  King. 

Sure  I  am  not  the  firft  unhappy  Woman 
That  wept  for  Broken  Vows,  and  faithlefs  Man : 

Yet  fure  the  firft  that  ever  wept  fo  foon; 

So  Young,  fo  early  loft,  ith1  very  Morn 
Of  Love  for  ever  fett —  Fut  generous  Prince- 
So  much  I  owe  thee  for  this  wondrous  Goodnefs  ; 

What  kind  Return  can  this  vaft  Debt  defray  ? 

What  I  am  too  Poor  I  muft  beg  Heav’n  to  pay.  Exit, 

Tygr.  Such  charms  and  this  unkind  Return !  Ah  King, 

Had  thofe  dear  Eyes  but  fmiled  on  bleft  Tygranes 
How  had  I  lovM !  Oh  Beauty,  in  thy  whole  Divinity 
How  narrow  is  thy  Attribute  of  Mercy  y 
Thy  Sovereign  power  of  Life  and  Death  fo  Ihackled, 

That  in  a  thoufand  Bleeding  hearts  before  thee, 

Thy  kind  repreiving  fmile  can  fave  but  one  ! 

Nay,  and  that  very  fingle  Mercy  too 
Is  often  dealt  with  that  unlucky  Hand, 

Made  fome  ungrateful!  taftlefs  Infidells  prize, 

Whilft  perilhing  Truth  Hands  by  and  ftarving  dyes.  Exit. 
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ACT.  IV.  S  C  E  N  E.  I. 

Celeftina  and  Rof  din. 

CUnpH’  Embraces  of  a  King  !  Poor  Satisfa&ion  ! 

I  A  Monarchs  Darling,  but  a  Kingdoms  Loathing. 

All  a  difhonourd  Blot,  the  Worlds  cheap  Theme, 

And  common  Tale  of  every  grinning  Have. 

The  Queen/ —  Ay,  fheev’n  inherloweft  fufferings 
Outfhines  my  talleft  Pride^  The  peoples  Love 
And  th’univerfall  pity  of  mankind 
Like  perfumed  Sweets  embalm  her  fragrant  Fame, 

But  me  their  Hate  and  Sccrn  \  my  very  Sex 
Stand  at  a  Bay  all  frighted  at  my  Name 
And  drive  me  like  a  hunted  Fugitive 
From  out  the  Herd  of  Life.  I  cannot  bear  it. 

Rof.  Dear  Madam —  Cel.  Oh  thou  lying  Oracle,  where’s 

My  promift  Mountains,  all  your  Boafted  Miracles  ! 

No  ^  Flattring  falfhood,  tell  thy  Lord  of  Darknefs 
There  is  no  Faith  in  Hell.  cDid’ft  thou  not  Promife 
Falfe  Prophetefs,  that  I  fhould  raignin  Pleafure. 

Rof.  If  Soveraignty,  Dominion  >  if  to  hold 
A  King  in  Chains,  and  Crowns  in  VafTalage,  be 
To  raign  in  Pleafure,  fhe  has  perform’d  that  Promife. 

Cel.  A  King  my  Slave  !  poor  narrow-bounded  Throne  / 

Thin  empty  Blifs  ^  for  in  PofTelfing  His, 

I  have  loft  the  Hearts  of  all  the  World  belide. 

Nay  what  has  all  my  mighty  Conqueft  made  me 
That  little  defpicable  Wretch  a  Harlot. 

Oh  the  foul  Blifter,  Cankers  and  Difeafes/ 

Is  there  that  humbled:  of  my  cringing  Flatterers, 

That  waits  th’  uprifing  of  my  morning  Smile, 

And  pays  me  his  (  All  Hayl )  for  the  fnatch’d  bleffing. 

Even  with  thofe  Lips  that  kifs  the  Earth  I  move  on. 

No  fooner  is  his  fawning  Face  turn’d  from  me, 

But  with  a  low  reviling  Eye  puts  forth 
His  forked  Tongue  and  hides  at  my  Shame. 

Rof.  Why  all  this  foolifli  Murmur !  Thus  concern 'd 
For  that  Courfe  Vulgar  Blaft  the  Popular  Breath  ! 

Does  your  exalted  Greatnefs  want  Their  Love  / 

It  is  enough  they  fear  you.  Fear  the  nohleft 
Prerogative,  ’twas  Fear  that  firft  made  Gods, 

Cel,  No,  Girle,  this  Shallow  Sophiftry™  Rof  Nay  Madam 

Your 
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Your  Witches  and  your  Propheydng  Devils 
Tm  fure  have  done  their  Part.  And  if  you  have  ftill 
A  giddyroving  uncontented  Thought, 

E’ne  blame  your  own  unfatisfyed  defires : 

If  Womans  vain  Ambition  covets  more 

Then  all  Hell  has  to  give,  ^cis  not  Hells  Fault  but  Womans, 

Cel.  But  oh  my  Rofalin ,  I  cannot  bear 
This  publick  Odium  of  the  World  and  live. 

Only  the  Miftrefs  of  his  loofe  Defires. 

His  burning  Kifles  all  but  Sooty  Fires. 

That  little  Outly  of  his  Love,  his  Miftrefs.  Rdf  His  Miltrefs! 

Why  wouM  you  be  his  Queen  Cel .  His  Queen  /  Ay,  that’s 

A  name  indeed,  that  Sacred  Poll  of  Honour } 

Myriads  of  pleafures  wait  "the  hallow’d  Brightnefs ; 

A  Solid  Heaven  of  Conftellated  Rlifles, 

Subftantiall  Power,  untainted  Glory:  Then 
1  fhould  have  Hearts  as  well  as  Knees  to  ferve  me. 

Rof  His  Queen! — *Why  truly  Madam,  fince  your  Wifhes 
Mult  foar  fo  high,  I  know  no  wondrous  Stops 
That  hold  their  Flight,  confidering  your  Afcendant, 

The  Eyes  you  wear,  and  the  fond  Heart  you  govern  Cel .  Ha ! 

Rof.  Were  the  Gordian  Bar  remov’d  between  you. 

The  golden  Fruit  would  meet  your  reaching  Hand, 

And  fairly  bid  you  carve  your  own  Defires. 

Cel.  The  Gordian  Bar  remov’d !  and  fairly  carve 

My  own  Defires/ - What  Bar  but  poor  Herminia  ? 

That  feeble  Thred — Thou  dear  infpiring  Devil ! 

Oh  what  a  mountain  Thought  of  vaft  Ambition 
Comes  pouring  ore  me  like  a  rolling  Deluge. 

Ref.  Madam,  Young  Mirvan  the  Queens  favourite  Evnuch. 

Waits  for  Accefs  as  your  petitioner.  Cel .  Mirvan  ! 

Admit  him.  Enter  Mirvan. 

Mir.  Madam,  amongft  the  univerfall  Knees 
Ail  bending  to  falute  the  riling  Sun, 

Might  poor  I  dare  t’impiore  one  fouling  Beam. 

Cel.  Pufh  thy  fair  fuit,  and  try  thy  generous  Fortune. 

Mirv.  Then  Madam,  I’ve  a  Brother,  and  a  Brother 
Not  born  like  rneto  curfe  his  riffled  Cradle: 

A  Brother  that  writes  Man,  and  would  write  Man 
In  Chara&ers  of  Biood.  A  Youth  that  dares 
As  much  as  Courage  can,  or  Honour  ought. 

And  tho’  his  praife  fuits  not  my  Mouth,  to  give 
Fair  Tr  uth  her  due,  he  wears  a  Sword,  he  thinks 
Too  brave  to  rufi:,  a  Boy  that  wou’d  lead  Men  ; 

And  therefore  begs  by  me  your  gracious  Intereft 
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For  a  Commiflion  for  him.  Cel.  If  thy  Brother^  ? 

Sweet  Boy,  buc  fights  with  half  the  Grace  thou  fuel! 

He  might  lead  Armys :  Well,  kind  Advocate, 

He  (hall  have  a  Commiflion,  and  a  Noble  one. 

Mirv.  Thus  low  my  Kneeling  Gratitude— 

Cel.  Rife  Mirvin — — 

This  Boy  well  manag'd—  [tfide. 

Rife,  my  pretty  Suppliant, 

Thou  look’ll  and  talk’#  fo  winningly,  there’s  nothing 
I  can  deny  to  that  petitioning  Face. 

Mirv .  My  Face  !  ’Tis  well 

I  have  a  Face  to  beg  a  Ladys  favour.  C  afide. 

Cel.  Well,  gentle  Boy,  fuch  early  Wit  as  Thine 
Tells  me  thou  know’ll  the  World.  How  doll  thou  like' 

The  pleafures  of  a  Court  !  Mirv.  How  fhou’d  1  like 
What  I  want  powY  to  tafle  ?  Cel.  Nay,  fye,  my  Boy. 

Thou  wrong!!  my  Innocent  meaning.  Mirv.  Thentoanfwer 
Your  Innocent  meaning  with  an  Equall  Innocence, 

That  downright  Truth  your  Bounty  merits  from  me 
How  can  I  love  the  Court  who  hate  the  World  ? 

Cel.  Thou  hate  it.  What  have  Thy  young  Years  to  quarrel!  at. 
That  thou  Ihould’fl  hate  the  World ! 

Mirv .  I  had  a  Father  inY. 

And  for  his  fake  I  hate  it.  Cel.  For  his  fake ! 

Mirv.  A  poor  meanfpirited  Slave,  that  got  me  Man, 

And  for  a  wretched  Bribe  of  the  Court  Gold 
Unmade  the  Thing  he  got  me  — -  For  which  I  owe  him 
My  honeft  hearty  Curfes  in  his  Grave, 

And  for  his  fake  hate  the  whole  loath’d  Creation, 

Cel.  How  Mirvan  if  thou  hate’ll  the  whole  Creation, 

Thou  mull  hate  me,  and  ’tis  not  fafe  to  talk  with  thee. 

Mirv.  Nay  Madam  ( and  beleive  I  Scorn  to  flatter  )  * 

Of  all  the  hated  World  I  love  you  bell* 

Becaufe  I  fancy  all  thofe  Charms  were  given  you 
To  do  a  little  Mifcheif  in  the  World, 

That  darling  Miltrefs  of  Eyes  dear  Mifchief. 

Cel.  Hate  the  whole  world  befide .?  and  I  alone 
The  favourite !  Nay  this  is  kind  indeed. 

But  may  I  trull  that  Kindnefs  ?  Mir .  Trull  me  Madam  l 

Now  by  thofe  Eyes  1  fwear,  thofe  brig  t  Incendiaryes 
What  is’t  I  dare  not  do  to  ferve  that  fair  Deltrudion> 

Play  the  proud  Juno  and  command  me  Labours 
-  Like  a  young  Hercules ,  and  if  I  Ihrink  or  tire 
Say  I’ve  a  Soul  as  abjeft  and  as  bafe 
As  the  poor  frame  the  Imp  of  man  that  holds  it. 


(  3Z  ) 

Cel.  This  is  fo  generous —  MWv.  Truft  meiay  you. 

Nay  I  will  trull:  you  Fir  ft  ^  and  with  a  fecret 

Of  that  prodigious  weight.  Cel.  The  rareft  Tool  ! 

Mirv.  Know  then  the  Queen,  the  more  then  Widow’d  Queen, 
Too  fad  a  Mourner  at  your  fatall  Triumph 
In  pure  Defpiir  for  her  deferting  Lord 

Refolves  this  very  night —  Cel .  Oh  my  big  Hopes  /  [  afde. 

MW.  In  adifguifeto  leave  the  Court  and  Kingdom  } 

And  bury  all  her  Sorrows  in  a  Cloyfter. 

Cel.  1  o  my  belt  wifh  /  f afde .  j  MW.  For  this  Religious  Voyage 
Who  Ihould  Ihe  choofe  her  Pilot  but  my  felf  ? 

Her  fngular  Truft  of  my  confiding  Truth, 

Has  pickt  out  Me,  her  only  leading  Guide 
T’her  Melancholy  Cell. 

Perufe  this  Letter, 

Committed  to  my  Care  to  leave  behind  her 
As  her  laft  farewell  to  her  unkind  Lord. 

Cel.  Reads.  Letter. 


That  I  have  lov'd  you  even  to  a  Safer fition ,  planted  my  very  Heav'n 
in  Lovey  the  Tranfforts  of  my  Deffair  too  flainly  teftify .  But  when  my 
feeble  fray  Ity  can  bear  my  Wrongs  no  longer ,  far  don  the  Effetts  of  what 
Tour  Vnhndnef  is  bat  the  too  fatal  Caafe ,  when  I  thus  fly  from  fo  much 
Inhumanity  to  the  Arms  of  a  kinder  Heaven. 

Herminia. 

MW.  Now  Madam,  as  you  like  it,  make  your  bell  on’t. 

Cel  Oh  MWvan  !  now  I  muft  beleive  thou  loveft  me. 

This  is  fo  kind  a  Truft.  Thou  toldft  me  too 

That  thou  lov’dft  Mifchief.  MW.  Faith,  wou’d  You  durft  try. 

How  much  I  love  it.  Cel.  Sayft  thou  fo,  my  Boy  !  J 

Nay  then  darft  thou  be  kind,  and  let  me  in 

A  Party  to  this  Plot,  a  kind  Afliftant 

To  hand  this  Mourning  Wanderer  to  her  Cell ! 

Say,  darft  thou  let  me  choofe  her  Cloyfter  for  her  ? 

MW.  With  all  my  Soul.  If  any  Noble  Spighfc 
Glow  warm  within  your  Breaft,  fet  it  a  blazing. 

At  that  fweet  Game  form  your  own  deareft  Wifh, 

And  mould  Your  Have  to  ferve  you. 

Cel .  To  my  Arms 

Thou  kindeft  little  Engine,  ferve  me,  but 
As  the  Rewards  Lie  pay  thee  fhall  deferve, 

And  melt  me  into  Gold.  Mir.  Alas  dear  Madam, 

There  needs  not  a  Reward  to  buy  my  Faith. 

Be  but  your  Great  Defigns  what  I  can  wifh  "’em, 

Without  the  needlefs  Bribe  of  Gold  or  Treafure, 

1  wou’d  give  Wealth  to  purchafe  fuch  a  pleafure.  Exeunt. 

°  .  S  cent 


( 
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Scene  Changes.  Enter  Orontes  difguis'd ; 

.  Oran.  From  Scythia's  Throne,  and  my  proud  Armies  Hea  l, 
From  fbfter  Ma jetty,  and  rougher  Wars 
All  glittering  Plumes,  all  my  once  bright  Regalia 
Script  to  this  narrow  Shrowd  to  wrap  my  Woes, 

And  bring  my  Death  to  CUrifrmtnda's  Feet. 

Oh  Love!  How  unaccountable's  thy  Power. 

Enter  Clarifmunda  attended. 

Clar.  FrOm  that  loath’d  Name* — - * 

OroHt.  From  that  loath’d  Name  Orontes 
To  that  lov’d  Heaven,  his  cruel  Clarifmunda, 

He  has  commanded  thefe  Cormniffion’d  Knees 
To  beg  one  liftniog  Minute. 

CUr .  Your  Petition 

Is  an  Ungrateful  Theme.  Yet  1  am  not 
So  deaf  to  my  worfl:  Foe,  hut  my  kind  Patience 
Shall  lend  die  Ear  thou  ask’ft. 

Ofont  Thus  then  by  me 

That  Sentenc’d  Criminal  fpeaks.  If  by  that  faireft  Hind 
Death  fiiakes  his  Glafs,  and  waves  his  BrandhhM  Shaft , 

If  executing  Deftiny’s  gone  forth. 

And  meager  Graves  with  all  their  hungry  Ya  wn 
Wait  their  laft  Gorge  oi  poor  Orontes  Blood : 

To  his  ador’d  defraying  Angels  Ear, 

Thus  breath  his  Dying  Accents. - - — -  Oh  B  ight  Maiara  1 

If  Tears  that  would  melt  Rocks  %  if  Groans  enough 
To,  wake  the  Sleep  of  Tombs ;  if  tortur’d  Confciencs 
Above  the  very  Pangs  of  loft  Eternity. 

And  to  ail  thele  a  Penitence  fo  true, 

Enough  to  unlock  Heaven. — —If  thefe,  all  thefs 
Might  beg  his  Li  e  from  Cruel  Clarifmunda,  - 
Clar.  ’Could  all  thefe  beg  his  Li  e— — 

Otont.  And  with  that  Life 
His  Clarifmunda'' %  l  ove  m 

Clar .  My  Love  /  Grant  Thy  Love,  v 

Dear,  all  Divine  !  For  without  Love  ’tis  Death  Hill. 

Oh  could  that  dear  forgiving  Mercy  take 
A  pardon’d  Penitent  to  thole. dear  Arms, 

Not  RanfomM  Slavery,  not  Life  Reprieved, 

Not  Crown’d  Ambition,  nor  (radiated  Martyr, 

Half,  half  lb  blefs’das  he  !  To  thofe  fair  Eyes’ 

He’d  raife  thofe  Monuments  of  mighty  Love 
Should  out-live  Worlds ;  and  ffoilhing  Tims  clofe  up 
His  laft  Recorded  Volume  with  the  Story 
How  loved.  CUr .  Miftaken  Advocate 


To 
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To  have  tryed  the  Eloquence  of  thofe  fofi t  Sounds, 

They  fho«!d  have  fpoke  before  Orfanes  Death* 

Oront .  And  does  that  Louring  Villon  wake  for  ever  \ 

The  loft  Or  antes  Crime  fo  all  impardonablf  / 

Clar .  So  unpardonable,  that 
To  leave  the  World  with  my  loud  wrongs  unrighted, 

When  l  (hall  meet  my  great  Forefathers  Souls, 

7T would  make  me  blufh  io  Heaven, 

Oront.  Too  Cruel  Fair  ! 

Clar.  Sir,  I  mult  hear  no  more.  Go  bear  your  Mailer 
This  Anfwer,  as  my  fix’d  Eternal  Vow  ; 

I  will  have  my  Revenge  :  But  tell  him  too 
So  much  1  owe  to  his  Repenting  Tears 
That  when  my  Arming  Wrongs  that  hunted  BloOd 
.Shall  fpill,  HI  give  the  Executing  Blow, 

Calm  as  the  Prieftefs  at  an  Altar  Kills 
Yet  ftill  muft  Kill. 

Oront  But  can  that  Beauteous  Prieftefs 
Accept  no  gentler  Sacrifice,  no  lefs 
A  ppealing  Victim  than  the  poor  Orontes 
Ail  ftreaming  Blood  ?  And  is  one  Thought  of  Merc# 

That  ftrange  Impoffible  ? 

Clar.  So  much  impofftble, 

P  rhaps  beyond  the  Grave  I  may  forgive  him, 

On  this;  fide  Death  1  muft  not. 

Or  sit.  Then  dear  Cruelty,  [Vifcovers  himfelf. 

Tabe,  take  my  thirfted  Blood. 

CUr.  Good  Gods,  Orontes  ! 

Oh  King  !  Flow  poorly  thou  haft  thy  felf  undone  ? 

Haft  put  thy  wretched  Life  into  my  Power-, 

And  I  muft  tamely  take  it.  Hadft  thou  met 
My  Nobler  Vengeance  in  thy  Armies  head, 

Thrtift  thy  bold  Breaft  againft  ten  thaufand  Javelins, 

Thou  might’fthave  falPn  with  Honour,  Honour,  King  ! 

But  now,  now  1  mull:  take  this  poor  Advantage. 

( Thou  kill'd:  Orfanes  poorly) 

Forget  thou  art  a  King,  Uncrown’d,  Unthroned, 

Led  like  a  Vulgar  Slave,  bound  in  Vile  Chains, 

And  at  the  Tomb  of  the  great  Cyrus,  there. 

There  through  thy  humble  naked  yielding  Throat 
Hew  out  my  Vengeance,  carve  thy  bleeding  Heart 
A  Sacrifice  to  Clarifmunda's  wrongs. 

My  Guards,  my  Slaves  there.  [Enter  Attendants,  Guards. 

i  Attend.  Madam,  Your  Commands  ? 

If  your  loft, Honour,  and  your  bleeding  Country? 

An 
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An  injur’d  Monarch,  and  a  Kingdoms  fliame, 

Can  rouze  your  Swords - . 

Oront.  Strike,  ftrike  'em  through  this  Bread. 

Yes,  generous  Peril ans,  behoid  before  ye 
The  black  Orontei ,  Scytblas  Tyrant  Lord, 

Stain’d  in  the  Blood  of  Thoufand,  Thoufand  Perfians  * 

And  the  deplored  Orfanes  barbarous  Murderer. 

But  bear  me  to  the  Tomb  of  your  great  Cytm  \ 

There  hew  your  Vengeance,  carve  my  bleeding  Heart 
A  Sacrifice  to  Clarifmundai  W  rongs. 

CUr.  So  pleas’d  with  Fate !  Then  thou’r fc  in  love  with  Death 
Oront.  So  much  in  Love,  that  on  my  Knees  I’ll  meet  f 
I  wear  a  Load  of  ufelefs  Life  about  me ; 

And  thou’rt  fo  kind  to  eale  me  of  my  Burthen. 

Now  Gentlemen,  perform  your  Royal  Charge : 

Bear  me  to  Death,  to  Death  with  the  vile  Mouftcs: 

Loaded  with  Chains,  led  forth  a  publick  Spectacle 
To  pointing  Infamy  and  hiding  Scorn  : 

For  that  fair  Doom  will  have  it  fo. 

Clar.  Will  have  it  fo  ! 

Orant.  Quick,  quick,  ye  tedious  Slaves. 

Can  die  fpeak  Death,  and  you  want  Wings  to  execute  ? 

Let  not  Crown’d-Head,  nor  King,  thofe  titular  Sounds 
Tye  up  your  Hands,  thofe  forfeit  Names  my  Crimes 

And  this  wrong’d  Fair- - 

But  bear  me  to  my  Death,  to  Scaffolds,  Gibbets, 

Script  to  a  Naked  Dungeon  Malefactor, 

Tread  my  crufh’d  Soul,— 

|  Clar.  Stand  off'  ye  Impious  Villains  ! 

A  Monarch’s  Blood,  and  Died  by  Hangmens  hands ! 

Oh,  whither  was  my  Fleeting  Glory  going  ! 

His  bending  Neck  like  a  tame  bleating  Sacrifice, 

A  ftroke  beneath  my  Scorn — -But  hafte  Arfaces . 

Raife  all  my  Perfian  Guards,  and  in  their  Head 
Go,  bear  him  back,  back  to  his  moving  Armies, 

„  Safe  to  his  headed  Legions,  There  Orontes , 

At  the  Proud  Front  of  all  thy  Royal  Squadrons, 

With  Groves  of  Spears,  and  wailing  Shields  around  thee, 

Rich  in  thy  Crefted  Plumes,  and  Glittering  Steel, 

Worthy  the  Perfian  Swords,  and  Clarifmundas  Vengeance, 

Strike  then  my  Arm  of  Fate. 

Oront.  Oh  wondrous  Honour  ! 

Even  in  amazing  Cruelty ! 

CUr,  Yes  Scythian. 

Though  all  the  Perfian  Bolts 

F  2  'toe 
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Arc  ievcll’d  at  that  Heart,  thy  Blood  Oroute 
My  whole  rich  Game  of  Death  ^  yet  not  to  (hare 
fdy  hunted  Lyon  in  Ignoble  Toils* 


No,  King^  Return,  return-,  thy  Grown,  thy  Arms, 

And  Royal  Standard  want  thy  leading  Sword - - 

Oroht .  So  brave  a  Foe  ! - 

Cwr,  Refervethy  Sword  thy  Anfwer: 

Arm’d  at  the  head  of  flaughter'd  Fields,  there  Scythian 
Fall  thy  great  fclf,  Die  warm  my  Royal  Enemy  j 
To  morrows  hotter  Veins  my  Vengeance  pay  : 

Thy  Blood  Orontes  is  too  cold  to  Day.  [Exit. 

Oront.  Die  warm !  Yes,  Generous  Foe,  thy  envy’d  Glory 


Shall  light  my  Fire  *,  Defpair  to  Fury  turn  : 


In  my  laft  Flafh  my  brighter  Blaze  (hall  burn. 

Through  Blood  and  Death  move  on  ’gainft  all  thy  odds. 
Thy  Wrongs,  the  Arming  World,  and  bajcailing  Gods ! 
For  by  thole  Eyes  a  Sacrifice  decreed, 

’Tis  juft  I  fbould  a  glorious  Vicftim  bleed.  [Exit. 

Scene  Changes.  Enter  Celeftina,  and  Rofalin. 
Cel.  The  Bolt  is  (hot,  and  now  a  Crown  (land  fair. 
Rof  Madam,  I’m  all  Amazement  at  the  News  / 

Cel.  Amaz’d,  at  what?  To  hear  a  mad  young  wife 
Has  took  a  Midnight’s  Ramble  ! 

Rof  But  the  Queen  ! 

Oh  Madam  !  Certainly  lome  ftrange  Defpair 
Has  catifed  this  Secret  Flight,  perhaps  to  feek 
Some  folitary  Grot  to  Sigh  and  Die. 

Cel.  To  Sigh  and  Die  !  Poor  innocent  Simplicity ! 
What  if  (lie’s  ftoln  to  fome  retiring  Solitude, 

To  meet  a  private  Lover  ? 

Rof  How  !  a  Lover ! 

Cel.  Mark  the  Truth,  I  tell  thee 
That  very  thing  a  Lover. 

Rof  ’Tis  impoffible ! 

Such  Tears,  and  fo  much  Nuptial  Faith  - — — 

Cel.  Why,  All 

That’s  nothing :  Womans  Truth  like  Womans  Beauty, 
Is  not  a  thing  Immortal. 

Rof  But  dear  Madam, 

Herminhs  rigid  Principles  of  Honour, 

And  her  fond  Sighs  even  for  her  Faithlefs  Lord, 

Admit  a  f.awlefs  Love/  Cel.  Though  it  be  Lawlefs 
Is  it  not  Love  ftill,  Fool  > 

King.  Dear  Sovereign  of  my  Soul, 


[afide. 


[Enter  King, 
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A  fid’s  fair  Pride,  and  Terfifs  more  than  Conqueror, 
Thou  all  amazing  Brightnefs i  tp  my  Boicm. 

Cel  Oh  Prince!  Encircled  in  thefe  Arms  methuiKS 
The  Tranfport  of  my  Joys  bears  my  wing  d  foul  lo  hign 
Till  l  look  down  on  Under-Worlds  beneath  me. 

k/J  Look  down  indeed,  thou  dear  Triumphant  Fair, 
VVhillf  thole  poor  under- Worlds  all  bluftung  own 
Their  whole  Creation  cannot  match  thefe  Eyes. 

Cel,  Nay,  now  you  flatter. 

Kim-  By  thoi'e  fweets  1  cannot.  . 

For  thine  are  Charms  above  the  reach  of  FLt  y. 

But,  Madam,  t’add  one  Trophy  to  your  EY  *  .  . 

The  poor  Refenting  Queen  (wouldft  thou  bell  ) 

Is  this  Night  fled  from  Court.  • 

A  Farewel  Letter  (he  has  lelt  behind  her. 


Celejl.  Reads. 

That  1  have  Lived  yaut^  «f  f**'*  ZnfeVbenTthZ 


Love. 

fly- 


X our  Vnkfndnefs  U  tbs  too 


.  to  the  Aunt  of  a  kinder  Heaven 


Hecminia. 

Kmz  That  (he  is  gone,  and  th  angry  Caufe  that  drives  lver, 
Her  Letter  fpeaks  too  plain.  But  whither  gone  . 

That  fhe  has  vvrap’d  in  Myftery.  I  fuppo 

Xing.  Why,  Canft  thou  Read  her  meaning  . 

CfL  fie,  my  Lord  jdleQueftion? 

1  love  you  for  this  goodneis. 

clS\t  wiU  —  » ••  And  'tin  Noblo  in  yon. 

A  little  innocent  Ignorance  is  fometimes 
A  Manly  Virtue,  worthy  even  a  Ring. 

King.  Madam,  This  is  all  Riddle.  not  know 

Cel  Riddle 1  - - Nay,  Sir,  as  if  you  did  not  Know 

Where  and  to  whole  Embracing  Arms  fees  gone. 

King.  Arms,  and  Embraces  i 


Cel 


\ 


Cel.  Ah  poor  Lady! 

We  little  guefs  the  pains  of  flighted  Love. 

But  her  Defpair  has  took  the  wifeft  remedy. 

Her  Griefs  have  found  a  very  gentle  Cure. 

Nay,  (he’s  fo  kind  to  make  it  her  Confeflion, 

And  you're  more  kind  to  wink  at  little  Frailties* 

King  Still  you  talk  in  Clouds. 

Has  (he  made  you  the  Confident  of  her  Flight, 

Or  is  there  ought  coucht  in  that  myltick  Scrole 
My  /hallow  Reafon  has  not  depth  to  fathom! 

If  fo,  ’twere  kind  you  would  inftrud  my  weaknefs. 

Cel .  Nay,  if  you’ll  force  me  then  to  play  th’Interpreter, 
T’explain  a  Ladies  blufhing  weaknefs.  Mark  Sir — - 
She  tells  you  firfl;  /he  lov’d  t’  a  Superftition, 

Planted  her  very  Heav’n  in  your  embraces. 

And  when  that  flighting  unkind  Heav’n  forfakes  her, 

Tells  you,  as  honeftly,  to  fupply  your  room, 

She’as  chofe  the  Arms  of  a  much  kinder  Heav’n  • 

And  pray  what  Heav’n,  what  Arms,  but  kind  lygranes> 
King.  My  Brother  !  ha! 

Cel.  You  know  he’s  gone  to  th’Camp: 

And  (lie’s  as  kindly  gone  to  meet  him  there. 

King .  God’s!  ’tis impoffible. 

Cel.  Nay,  to  convince  you. 

’Tisnow  ftale  news,  even  Boys  and  Varletstalk  it. 

King.  Con/ufion  ! 

Cel.  The  young  Mirvan ,  Sir’s,  my  Oracle. 

That  ufhering  Squire  to  her  amorous  Errantry  j 
The  Boy  (as  Boys  will  talk  )  the  mighty  Secret 
Alas,  too  weighty  for  his  tender  ftrength, 

Amongft  his  fmali  Companions  at  their  parting, 

Dropt  it  behind  him,  and  the  Tale  thus  handed 
Among/!:  my  laughing  Slaves  it  reacht  my  Ear. 

King.  So  hot  my  Minion, 

A  follower  of  a  Camp, 

A  Leaguer  Devils - - - — - 

Cel.  Nay,  now  you’re  too  unkind.  "What  has  flie  den:  l 
Remember,  Sir,  file  brought  you  Youth  and  Beauty, 

And  fcarcely  tafted  Love  before  file  loft  it  j 
And  if  poor  Lady,  ferfaken  thus  unkindly. 

It  takes  fome  harmlds  freedom.  Is’tfogreat 
A  Fault  in  our  poor  Sex  to  look  abroad 
Only  to  borrow  whnt  e’ve  loft  at  home ! 

King  My  Brother  too,  that  Preaching  Sain:  her  Stallion! 
Cel .  Oh  fie.  Sir,  fuch  hard  Words,  and  fuch  lad  Names ! 
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'  King.  Damnation  !  This  is  Impudence  enough 
To  fire  the  Veins  of  Statues.  Had  Ihe  plaid 
The  private  Wanton,  took  her  fcapes  in  Covert, 

In  Groves  or  Shades - But  in  the  face  of  Day . 

To  run  t’a  Camp,  andpublifh  my  Dilhonour 
Before  Two  hundred  thoufand  Witnefles, 

Like  a  trail’d  Scent  for  ih#  whole  Hunting  World 

To  run  me  down  a  Monfter - 

Cel  Now  the  kind  Gods  defend  your  Sacred  Peace,. 

Why  all  this  Rage? 

King.  Death  !  At  an  Armies  head} 

The  Dio  of  War  to  tune  her  f'porting  Dalliance, 

’Larm’d  to  Lull,  and  Trumpeted  to  Infamy  ? 

Cel.  Nay,  if  I  thought  I  Ihouldhave  rais’d  this  Storm! - 

King.  Now,  by  the  {Fame  of  all  my  Royal  Anceftors 
That  fleep  beneath  the  Dull:,  or  wake  above  the  Stars 

If  I  (how  Mercy  on  ’em - - 

Cel.  How,  Sir,  Mercy! 

King.  Bring  the  returning  Fiends  but  to  my  reach  -7 
Not  interceding  Victory,  Crowns,  Laurels, 

The  Conquer’d  Scythia ,  nor  Orontes  Head 
Shall  buy  their  forfeit  Lives. 

Cel.  How,  Sir,  their  Lives !  Oh  Heavens  what  have  l  done/ 

King.  Madam,  forgive  me  one  retiring  Minute, 

And  think  no  common  Fire  my  Bofom  warms. 

When  it  has  pow’r  to  fnatch  me  from  thefe  Arms.  [Exif* 

Cel.  Both,  both  their  Lives  !  A  hearty  Promife  King, 

And  Hi  take  care  thou  (halt  perform  as  heartily. 

Yes,  through  their  Hearts  my  path  to  Empire  lies  *, 

Chalk’d  out  fo  plain  my  Devils  muff  booty  play, 

If  in  fo  fair  a  Walk  !  mifs  my  way.  [  Exmrrt 

Scene ,  A  Camp  Enter  Herminia  and  Mir  van, 

Mirv.  Command  the  Chariot  to  attend. 

Queen.  Where  is*t  thou  lead  ft  me,  Boy ! 

Mirv.  ToaCloyfter,  Madam. 

The  filent  Cell  for  your  repofing  Sorrows. 

Queen.  But  Boy,  is  this  my  way  !  Methinks  I  hear, 

The  iound  of  neighing  Steeds,  and  ecchoing  Trumpets* 

And  view  a  fpacious  Plain  before  me,  cover’d 
With  Tents  and  Standarts,fay,  my  gentle  Boy 
•  Where  am  I  ? 

Mirv.  In  the  Camp? 

Queen.  Ha!  In  the  Camp. 

Mirv.  The  Perfian  Camp. 

Queen.  Oh  Boy,  What  haft  thou  done? 


Mirv* 
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Mirv.  Nothing,  dear  Madam  ^  only  executed 
Your  dread  Commands. 

Queen.  Mine! 

Mirv.  Since  the  Glorious  ch  ice 
Of  your  retiring  Solitude,  a  fhrine 
Worthy  fo  bright  a  Saint,  was  Charge,  roo  weighty 
For  my  young  Years,  I  have  conduced  you 

This  way,  that  kind  Tygranes - - 

Queen.  How !  Tygranes  ! 

Mirv.  Yes,Madam,  that  that  generous  Prince’scare 
May  be  your  Nobler  Guide,  and  kindly  fin'lh 
That  Sacred  Truft  my  weaknefs  undeferves. 

\  Queen.  Good  Heaven !  The  P/incei 
Mirv  Madam,  1  have  fent  for  him, 

Pardon  th’officious  Zeal  of  your  poor  Slave. 

Queen.  Thou  rafja  unthinking  Boy  Enter  Tygranes. 

Mirv-  And  fee  he\s  here. 

Tygr.  Madam,  a  pleafing,  bur  furprizing  Meflage 
Told  me,  that  that  all  beauteous  Excellence 
My  Camp  thus  Honour’d  with  her  Royal  Prefence, 

Was  pleas’d  t’have  fome  Commands  for  poor  ''iygranes. 

Queen.  Commands,  Tygranes  !  No:,  that  idle  Boy, 

That  naughty  thing  —  °  Oh  Prince,  lam  all  Confufion.. 

Tygr.  Let  not  a  faint  defire  check  your  fair  Thoughts* 

Nor  doubt  your  Vaflals  Honours,  nor  Obediente 
If  there’s  ought  lodg’d  within  that  Sacred  Breaft, 

There  needs  no  more  than  that  deu  Breath  of  Life, 

To  fpeak  and  to  create. 
jQueen.  Alas  Tygranes, 

I  know  not  what  to  fay  :  And  yet  my  Silence 
Has  fudi  a  guilty  Look  Forgive  my  Blufhes, 

And  1  will  [peak.  Oh  Prince,  despairing  Loves 
Tormenting  Pangs  have  brought  this  wretched  wanderer, 
Stoil?n  from  a  hated  Court. 

Tygr.  How,  Madam! 

Queen.  StoIPn 

From  all  the  Syrens  Songs,  and  Circes  Bowls 
Thar,  from  theie  Anns  have  ftolPn  my  den  re  ft  Lord, 
i  have  left  th’uneafie  Load  of  tarnifh’d  Diadems, 

In  forne  lone  Cell  to  feek  my  Peace  and  Grave  - — — 

But  this  unlucky  Guide,  this  foolifh  Boy. - 

Mirv.  My  Royal  Mfftrcfs  too  much  Honour’d  Confident. 
But  the  important  Charge  too  v  great,  my  Zeal 
For  her  dear  Service  has  Fur  priz’d  her  hither, 

Only  rfmplore  your  kind  afliftiog  Hand  — 5 — - 


TWr.  Madam,  in  this  rafn  Deed,  what  have  you  done! 
guecn.  Done  Tygranet  f 
Left  Infidelity,  Ingratitude, 

Falfe  Oaths,  gay  Sin,  and  glitt’ring  fhame  behind  me. 

Tygr.  Yes,  left  Shame,  to  meet  Shame. 

Queen.  What  fays  Tygranes ! 

Tygr.  What  ail  Mankind  muft  fay.  Oh  Madam,  think. 
Think  what  reflecting  Names  the  centering  World 
Muft  give  fo  frail  a  weaknefs.  Fled  from  Court, 

Run,  poorly  run!  Queen  Yes,  with  my  wrongs. 

Tygr.  Wrongs,  Madam/ 

Are  Wrongs  fo  heavy  as  to  out-weigh  Honour! 

Queen.  And  is  it  that  difhonourahie  Flight 
To  quit  the  World,  to  feek  the  Arms  of  Heaven  ? 

1j/|r.Heaveri  muft  be  fought  as  Heaven  preferibes  our  feeking. 
Thou  art  a  Wife,  Herminia  j  and  the  Seal 
Of  plighted  Faith,  entail’d  Obedience  on  thee. 

Is  this  Commiflion’d  Flight  thy  Lords  Command  ? 

O i  ’caufe  he  breaks  his  Vows,  muft  thou  break  thine  ? 

Queen.  W  hat’s  this  I  hear  ? 

Tygr.  Wou’dft  thou  feek  Heaven,  Herminia , 

A  noble  Patience  is  thy  Scale  to  mount  it* 

Is  it  a  pain  to  live  too  near  thy  wrongs. 

To  fee  thy  Lord  run  Faithlefs  from  thy  Arms 

To  an  Adultrefs  Bed?  Let  thy  wet  Eyes 

Turn  from  his  Shame,  and  weep  for  his  Conversion. 

If  he  be  Falfe,  wait  his  return  to  Truth : 

Bue  if  he  ne’r  return,  perform  Thy  part: 

Finifh  thy  lingring  mourning  Race  of  Martyrdom 
And  win  the  Crown  of  Love. 

Queen.  Oh  Prince,  thou  talk’ft - - - - 

Tygr.  As  thou  thouldJJ  Adi  Herminia  Bot  this  meat 
Ignoble  Flight  will  blemifti  all  rhy  Brightnefs. 

Thy  Fame,  thy  Virtue,  thy  Religion,  all 
Hand  frighted  at  the  Thought. 

Queen.  Kind  Prince,  uo  more. 
jygr.  Yes,  one  thing  more,  let  my  prevailing  Pray’ts 
Recall  thy  wandring  Reafon,\aiid  return  thee 
To  thy  ungrateful  Lord. 

Queen.  Enough,  dear  Prince, 

You’ve  wak’d  my  Shame,  and  touch’d  my  Soul  fo  near  , 

That  I  muft  follow  where  fuch  Glory  leads : 

Tygr.  Theninftantly  1*11  difpatch  a  kind  E^ntefs 
T’excufe  thybluftiir^g  Fault,  and  fmooth  thy  way. 

Ti^then,  this  Night  accept  a  poor  Pavilion  7 
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Too  mean  a  Palace :  But  Refpeft  and  Reverence 
Shall  make  up’  what  the  humble  Roof  has  wanting. 

Queen.  Difpofe  me  as  you  pleafe. 

Tygr.  To  Morrow  s  Sun  decides  the  face  of  Scythia , 

If  Vi&ory  fhall  pleafe  t’attend  my  Chariot, 

Ill  be  my  felf  thy  proud  returning  Guard. 

But  if  I  fall,  with  my  laft  dying  Breath 
To  the  furviving  World  I  will  bequeath  thee, 

A  charge  worthy  the  World,  pioteded  Innocence. 

Mttv.  It  goes  on  rarely. 

Tyg .  Look  up,  dear  Madam  Heav'n  may  ftill  have  Joys. 
Relerved.  Bat  if  of  all  all  hopes  bereft, 

Thy  wrongs  are  all  thy  mournful  portion  left-, 

•Shine  through  thy  Clouds,  bear  thy  fair  Head  above 
The  frowning  World,  and  mount  a  fmiiing  S:ar. 

In  all  thy  Loads,  too  low  difdain  to  ftoop 
’Tis  brave  to  fuffer,  when  ’tispoor  to  droop. 

Queen  Herm.  Oh  Prince, thou  haft  read  me  fo  Divine  a  LefTomv 
And  painted  Ruine  in  a  Face  fo  lovely. 

That  thou  haft  tuned  my  Soul  to  all  the  Mufick 
Of  a  whole  Quire  of  Angels,  Yes  Tygranes^ 

To  my  too  cruel  Lord  I  will  return 
Return  to  ail  the  Pangs,  to  all  the  Miferies 
Of  ever  mourning  Love ;  Life’s  bitter  Draught 

Lift  to  my  Lips  with  that  unfhaking  Hand - 

For  oh  thou  haft  taught  me  to  be  greatly  wretched 
To  be  Divinely  Bleft. 

Tygr .  Do  this  Hermima  1 

gueen.  No  more  my  wand  ring  Pilgrimage, no, Prince, 

Pll  build  my  Houfe  of  Sorrow  in  a  Palace, 

Under  my  Roof  of  Gold  a  Hermit  dwells 

A  Court  my  Cloyfter,and  a  Throne  my  Cell.  [Exeunt  atl  hut  M:rv, 
Mirv.  So  now  the  Toil,  is  fet,  and  dear  Deltrudion 
Comes  rolling  on  apace.  What  a  vaft  Pile 
Gf  Ruine  fhall  1  build.  'Tis  hard  Her  mini  a, 

And  1  could  pity  thee* — -Why  ihould  I  pity  l 
My  bloody  Cradle,  and  my  barbarous  Parents, 

And  fhall  I  feel  remorfe,  when  ev’n  my  Father 
To  his  own  Blood  ne5r  felt  it.  No,  vain  pity, 

Seek  ibfeer  Breafts  \  mine  has  no  room  to  lodge  thee, 

Befides,  1  move  by  that  commanding  Influence 
I  know  not3  Celej&ta,  by  what  Charm 
But  thou  haft  bouna  my  Soul,  and  Nerv’d  my  Arm, 

Joyn’d  in  thy  Caufe,  we  that  bright  Comet  Reign, 

Then  the  Fair  Star,,  and  I  the  Blazing  Train.  E xiu 
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Act  V. 

Enter  Celeftina,  Mirvan,  and  Rofalia* 

Cel  T\  Eturning  home  Victorious/ 

J[V  Mir,  If  to  leave 
A  hundred  thoufand  Foes  in  Battle  (lain. 

If  Conquer’d  Scythia,  and  the  great  Orontes 
Led  home  in  Perfian  Chains  can  write  Viftorious, 

Tygranes  wears  that  Title. 

Cel.  And  to  grace 

His  Vidlory  he  brings  the  beauteous  Fugitive 
A  fair  Attendant  t’his  Triumphant  Chariot, 

To  court  the  Kind  forgiving  King’s  Reception 
Of  the  returning  Wanderer. 

Mir.  If  her  Religious  Ramble  (as  I’ve  manag’d  it) 

Has  not  a  little  pav’d  her  Path  too  rough, 

Some  fuch  good  natur’d  Office  he  intends  her. 

Cel  And  thou  my  little  Harbinger  kindly  corn’d 
Before  ’em  to  prepare  me  for  their  Welcome. 

Mir.  Yes,  Madam,  That’s  my  Errand.  For  to  give 
My  felf,  and  dear  fweet  Villany  their  due, 

Mifchief  and  I  have  both  rid  Poll  to  ferve  you. 

Cel.  My  deareft  little  Devil,  how  1  love  thee ! 

But,  Mirvan ,  after  this  Brft  lucky  hit. 

Dared  thou  be  generous,  and  play  out  thy  Game / 
MirD are  !  Can  you  doubt  my  Courage,or  my  Condancy  ? 
Is  glorious  Trealbn  a  ddign  too  great, 

Or  this  Young  Arm  too  dadard  ?  Have  I  launch’d 
Thus  far  and  Rood  thus  firm  to  dagger  now  ? 

By  my  fair  Truth  thi;5  poor  Sufpidon  wrongs  me. 

Cel.  It  does  indeed,  fweet  Youth,  forgive  my  Fears: 

I  know  thy  hov  ?1  Truth  too  well - -  to  trail  it. 

Bur  my  kind  Bo  •  a m  afraid  I  have  kept  thee 
^  Awai . v-  too  lov.g  I  know  this  Nights  hard  Travel 
Has  tired  thy  tender  Limbs,  and  thou  want’d  Red. 

I  To  Bed,  my  Boy  j  and  when  thou  halt  repos’d  awhile 
|i  I’ll  fend,  my  pretty  Engineer,  and  call  thee. 

Retire  fweet  Boy.  and  Sleep — —  [Exit Mirvan. 

■I  - - Thy  lad,  young  Fool.  ^ 

Thy  Bed,  thy  Grave,  Yes,  ray  kind  honed  Traytor 
Thy  hand  has  done 'me  tco  much  faithful  Service 
j  To  leave  thee  a  dangerous  Tongue  alive  to  fpoil  it, 
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Befidcs  my  little  Tool,  my  ripining  Plot 
Has  bufinefs  for  thy  Death  :  And  bet  thy  Glory  : 

As  thou  haft  liv’d,  fo  thou  fhalt  ferve  me  Dead. 

And  therefore  fleep  thy  Iaft. - Now  my  defigns 

Are  all  in  my  own  Breaft.  Treafon’s  a  Jewel 
When  the  rich  Cabinet  has  but  one  Key. 

They’re  only  truly  Great  who  are  fafely  fo. 

Kof  Wei),  Madam,  Your  Propheticks  are  all  Oracles : 
And  the  mad  roving  Queens  amazing  Ramble 
Has  fill’d  the  World  with  wonder. 

Cel.  Fame  indeed 

TalKs  fomething  loud _ _ 

Kof.  ’Tis  true,  the  Prince  has  fent  a  (oft  Exprefs, 

And  fmoothly  laid  it  all  upon  Religion. 

Cel  Religion  in  a  Camp. - Ah,  Girl,  if  the 

Soft  King  has  eafie  Faith  enough  about  him 

To  think  no  warmer  a  Devotion  hatch’d 

This  gentle  Pilgrimage,  than  Zeal  and  Prayer  Books. 

No,  Kof  aim,  he’s  not  that  blind  believer  ; 

I  fearrhcu’Ic  find  that  rougher  Faith  about  him, 

A  gathering  that  black  Storm  as  will  rain  Blood. 

Kof  Hermiuia’s  Blood,  and  Celeftina* s  Glory, 

Her  Scaffold,  and  your  Coronation. 

Cel  Right  ^ 

That  fu  :en  Hour  that  wraps  her  head  in  Duft 
Wreaths  mine  in  Diadems.  Herminias  Grav« 

The  Bafis  of  my  Pyramide.  ’Tis  true, 

It  is  a  iitrle  hard,  thou  poor  Hermnta , 

To  cut  fo  keen  as  I  rauft.  But  Ambition, 

Ambition  gives  the  blow  j  and  when  that  (trikes 

Remorfe  nor  Pity,  no  faint  check  controuls 

That  two-edg’d  Fate  tho’  bar’d  with  Lives  and  Souls. 

Ewer  Tygranes,  Herminia,  and  Orontes  ?r  finer. 
Guards  and  Attendants . 

i  Attcn.  A  nobler  Game  of  Glory  ne'er  was  play’d  : 
Fortune  fet  high,  a  Kingdom  on  a  Battle, 

And  one  bold  Throw  has  fwept  the  mighty  flake. 

2.  Atten.  By  this  dear  Light  that  Sun  that  fmiPd  to  fee 
The  richeft  Crimfbn  that  the  Earth  e’er  dy’d. 

Not  the  proud  Jove  from  the  defeated  Gyants 
Return’d  with  fairer  Laurels  than  Tygranes . 

Tygr .  Enough  my  generous  (harers  of  ray  Fame  ; 

Your  tavilh  Goodnefs  plays  too  much  the  Prodigal. 

My  Vi&ory  dares  not  challenge  half  this  Triumph, 

’Tis  true,  the  Fortunate  ‘lygrattes  fought, 
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But  ’twas  the  Juftke  of  his  Quarrel  Conquer’d. 

Courage  is  only  ours,  Succefs  is  Heav’ns : — - 

And  for  thy  Fate,  Orontes - 

Oront.  Mine,  Tygranes^ 

Is  to  curfe  Life  and  Thee  my  life  alone 
Too  much  to  bear*  but  Life  and  Shame  together. 

That  double  load  of  Mifery - Oh  Prince ! 

When  thy  keen  Sword  cut  through  my  Conquer'd  Kingdom, 
Had  it  been  kind,  and  carv’d  my  Heart  too,  dying 
I  could  have  loved  thee,  but  muft  hate  the,e  Living. 

Tygr.  If  thou  repineft  at  thy  ill  Chance  of  War, 

Blame  thy  bad  Caufe.  If  overtaking  Deftiny 
Has  dealt  thee  that  hard  Lot  that  does  not  pleafe  thee, 
Remember  King  thy  Ruine  is  no  more 
Than  thy  Defert,  thy  Punifhment,  Orontes  : 

And  fufkrers  are  not  choolers  of  their  pain.™ 

But  to  perform  ray  laft  juft  Rites  of  Vi&ory, 

Thou  Orimon ,  go  Viiit  our  wrong’d  Sifter; 

And  in  a  Brothers  Name  bear  her  that  Trophy : 

A  prefect  from  her  own  Triumphant  Vengeance. 

Oront.  To  ClarifmHHda  1  My  too  generous  Conqueror, 
This  is  fo  kind.  I'll  thank  thee  for  this  Goodnefs 
Even  in  my  Grave  :  For  Oh  !  a  Grace  fo  high, 

Thou  giveft  me  leave  at  thole  dear  Feet  to  die. 


Tygr.  But  hark,  the  King  approaches. 

My  Beauteous  Charge  1  am  thy  Champion  now: 

A  prouder  Caufe  than  all  my  Scythian  Coaquefts. 

Enter  King  attended. 

My  Royal  Lord,  low  at  your  Sacred  Feet 
With  the  fair  Harveft  of  your  own  rich  Field, 

Thus  proftrafe  kneels  the  prondeft  of  your  Vafiak*- 
By  your  great  Caufe,  that  fair  infpiriug  Genius 
Led  forth  to  Vi&ory 
King.  Mine,  Ty  graves ,  my 
Iafpiring  Genius !  No  \  a  little  fur® 

Of  that  fair  Caufe,  that  (oft  lnfpirer. 
lygr .  How,  my  dread  Liege  / 

King.  Tha  Beauty,  thole  fair  Eyes, 

They  were  fo  kind  to  See  you  Conquer.  Tygr,  Sic ! 

King.  To  ft  and  the  kind  Spectator  of  your  victory: 

Oh  the  fair  Haad  of  a  fort  melting  Venus  - 
To  buckle  on  the  Sword  of  her  proud  Mats  ■, 

To  plume  his  Creft,  and  fend  him  fort.-  •  &  f 
Tygr.  Death  and  Confulion  !  jjtgem*  Q*  ray  ,  - 


[^Exit  Guarded* 


Tygr.  Oh  thou  amazing  Voice  of  Royal  Thunder 
Break  forth  from  thy  dark  Cloud,  thou  louring  Heay’n, 

And  fay  what  mean  thefe  Myftick  Sounds  of  Horror  ? 

King.  Mean  !  Is  that  a  Queftion 
At  this  loud  Hour  of  all  thy  Ecchoing  Treafon, 

The  crying  Shame  of  that  inceftuous  Devil, 

Queen.  Good  Gods ! 

lygr.  Oh  King/  whatfalfe  infernal  Malice 
Dares  blaft  the  Fame  of  that  all  beauteous  Truth 

Queen,  For  the  laft  Blow  to  all  my  bleeding  Sufferings, 

My  Loyal  Faith,  and  ail  my  Mourning  Innocence 
Transform’d  into  this  hideous  Gorgon  ! 

King.  Innocence  J  But  my  tame  Juftice  deeps  too  long,, 

Sieze  this  brace  of  Monfters. 

Tygr.  Hold  angry  King  [ 

Oh  flop  your  headlong  Fury ! 

Till  the  wrong'd  Virtue  of  that  brightefl  Saint 
Has  wiped  the  fpots  from  her  fair  Ermin  Whitenefs, 

Stab’d  the  foul  Fallhood  through  the  Canker’d  Throat, 

And  Seer’d  the  Tongues  of  Blafphemy. 

King.  No  doubt  on’t. 

Run  to  a  Camp  to  cool  her  burning  Hell, 

And  in  the  height  of  the  ingendring  Crocadiies 
Whine  Heav’n  and  Sanftity, 

Queen.  How  can  I  hear  thefe  difmal  Sounds  and  Live? 

Tygr.  Plot,  rank  Confpiracy!  The  Camp/ 

That  undefigning  Chance  the  foolifh  Error 
Of  an  unlucky  Boy.  But  if  fo  Oight 
A  fhadow  can  aflume  a  fhape  fo  dreadful, 

Sir,  let  the  Boy  be  call’d,  the  fatal  Caufe 
Of  this  accurft  Miftake,  young  Mirvan. 

King.  Flow!  that  young,Bawd  /  Dofi:  thou  call  him  thy  Witnefs/ 
No,  thou  Grand  Fiend,  thou  know’ll;  thy  wifer  Politicks 
Have  hufht  that  Traytor  with  a  Dofe  of  Poylon.  „ 

Tygr.  Riddles  and  Death  !  Still  more  myftexious  Horrorc 
Poyfon  /  King.  Yes  Poyfon  ! 

Your  Midnight  Purveyor,  your  trufty  Pandar, 

In  -a  return  for  all  his  faithful  Services, 

Your  dark  defigns  too  great  for  that  wea~k  Counfel-keeper^ 

By  a  kind  Drug  fent  Sleeping  from  the  World. 

But  your  thin  Arts  and  all  your  Cobweb-Veils  — 

Tygr.  Some  moft  accurfed  Engine  of  Damnation.- - 


King,  Dull  canting  Fool  — -Sl:£  hence,  i’ll  hear  Ho  more 
Queen.  Yes,  Royal  Sir,  Hear  your  poor  wrong'd  Herminia. 

By  yon  fair  Lamps,  and  fairer  Heav’n  that  lights  ’em, 

By  all  the  hopes  of  my  Eternal  Peace— - - 

King.  Whining  Syren---* —  But 
Trealbn  ne’r  wants  a  Knee,  nor  Guilt  a  Tongue, 

Sighs,  Prayers  and  Tears  are  the  falle  Tools  they  cheat  with. 
Take  ’em  away  y  and  houfe  ’em  in  a  Dungeon. 

Tygr.  Yet  hold  your  mad  blind  Rage 
Till  fbmekind  God,  the  guard  of  pittied  Innocence 

In  the  dear  Caufe  of  that  all  Angel  Goodnefs - 

King.  Silence  that  poifomd  Breath,  vain  talking  Slave, - — [E 
Tygr .  Oh  thou  all -ruling  Providence,  what  an 
JJngovern’d  World  thy  great  firft  Mover  turns, 

If  Truth  has  this  Reward - -And  Thou  bright  Virtue, 

Thy  moll  inhumane  Wrongs,  hard  fated  Fair, — 

Oh  how  can  the  Almighty  J.uftice  give 
Prevailing  Hell  this  ftrange  unbridl’d  Pow’r 

Queen.  Yes,  Prince,  Hell  has  prevail’d,  and  ’tis  a  fad 
Sad  Portion,  but  if  the  Divine  Dilpeoler 
Has  fo  ordain’d,  ’tis  not  our  part  to  quarrel 
Omnipotence-,  we  may  wail  Mifery, 

But  inuft  not  murmure  at  it. 

Tygr.  Miracle, 

Of  Goodnefs. 

Queen.  No,  Tygtav.es ,  if  the  Toil 
Of  Fate  is  fet,  and  our  purfuing  Blood  hounds 
Have  caught  our  hunted  Lives,  our  Stars  have  dealt  m 
The  hardeft  Lot  on  Earth,  only  to  purchafe 
The  faireft  Crown  in  Heaven. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger  who  fpejky  to.the  Officer  that  has  the— 
Cujiody  of  the  Queen  and  Tygranes.- 
Mef  'Tis  the  King’s  Pleasure 
That  Execution  be  difpatch’d  immediately. 

The  Qgeen  and  Prince  are  both  thofe  popular  Darlings, 

Delay  may  be  unfafe  y  and  for  that  reafon 
He  calls  this  haftning  blow. 

Officer .  Curfe  on  the  Office.  [ \Afide, 

If  forc’d  Obedience  to  the  King’s  Command^  Kneels  to  the 
And  the  ungrateful  Duty  I  muft  pay,  {  Queen  and  Prince, 

May  hope  a  Pardon. - - 

Queen.  If  the  King  Commands 
Rife  and  Obey:  Thy  Part,  poor  Slave,  Is  innocent, 

If  he  mult  Kill,  and  guiklefs  Veins  muft  bleed, 

The  Axels  blamdef?,.  ’(is  the  Judge  that's  crud,_ 


! Tygr .  But.  cruel  King*  thou  mercilefs  Arm  of  Fate. 

Have  ail  my  Laurels,  And  what’s  more  than  Laurels  ? 

Has  that  chafte  Mourner  delerv’d  his  hard  hard  Fate.? 

Queen,  what  we  have  deferv’d,  iygrjnes 
hours  no  more  s  What  we  mutt  fuffer,  Prince, 

Is  all  ourBufinefs  now?  wcmult  prepare 

For  Death.  Death!  Is  that  all .'  Witnefs  ye  Povv’rs, 

That  I  dare  Die - The  only  pain  in  Dying 

Will  be  to  leave  a  blotted  Name  behind  me, 

The  branding  Blazon  of  Recorded  Infamy. 

Tygr .  No,  thou  fair  Saint, 

To  Die’s  too  much  ;  fear  not  a  Second  Murder. 

Treafon  and  Perjury  may  have  pow’r  to  Kill 
The  Innocent,  but  not  Innocence.  The  Martyrdom 
Of  Honour,  Slander’d  Truth,  and  traduced  Virtue 
Are  fo  Divine  a  Charge,  that  care  of  Providence, 

That  if  no  earlier  Juftice  wakes  to  right  ’em, 

The  very  Prodigies  of  Heav’n  and  all 
Their  aiding  Miracles  rife  up  their  Champions. 

Thy  Fame,  H  rmima%  mule  not  dye,  though  thou  mull. 

Queen.  Shall  my  Fame  live?  Nay,  then  to  death  lead  on. 
Lye  white  my  Winding-Sheer,  and  foft  my  Grave. 

But  Prince,  mull  thou  bleed  too  ?  Her  mini?  $  Ruines 
Pull  down  thy  Fate  with  mine  Thy  Blood  T ygranesl 
This  is  too  much,  ye  Gods.  How  fhall  I  make 
My  laft  great  Audit  at  th’  Eternal  Throne, 

For  thy  unhappy  Death.  At  my  own  Grave 
There  I  can  fmile.  but  I  muff  weep  for  thine. 

Tygr.  A  tear,  that  fair  rich  Pearl  of  Life  for  me! 

My  poorer*  Veins  not  worth  the  care  of  Heav’n  ! 

When  fnch  neglefted  brighter  Virtue  bleeds. 

But,  if  the  generous  Fair,  mull  play  the  Prodigal, 

Oh !  let  me  teach  thee  how  to  give  me  Bleffings 
Beyond  the  price  of  Lives :  When  on  thy  Throne  4 
Thy  radiant  Throne  of  Stars  thofe  Eyes  I  meet 
T’obtain  in  Heaven  what  was  on  Earth  too  great. 

Shall  I  have  leave  to  koeel  at  thofe  dear  Feet  ? 

Queen.  Yes  Prince,  thou  (halt  kneel  there.  And  if  there  be 
One  richer,  fairer  Coronet  above 
For  wondrous  Truth,  and  more  prodigious  Love, 

O’re  that  dear  Brow  with  the  JemnPd  Wreath  IT1  ftand. 

And  Crown  thee  Martyr  with  my  own  kind  Hand. 

Tygr.  Nay,  then  to  Death,  to  Life,  to  Glory,  all 
At  one  kind  Blow. 

Queen.  And  oh  to  meet  that  Blov? 


With  all  the  pomp  of  Martyrdom  well  go*. 

And  Shine  above,  to  Light  the  World  below.  [Exfaia* 

Scene  Changes ,  Enter  Otontes  and  Clarifmunda. 

Oront. To  Heaven  the  deareft,  and  on  Earth  the  Faireft, 

Thy  Guardian  Gods  have  done  thee  Juftice  now. 

A  Hundred  thoufand  flaughter’d  Scythian  Ghofts, 

In  the  frefli  Blulhes  oi:  their  Crimfon  Gore, 

Walk  the  black  Strand ,  to  tell  the  trembling  Shades 
The  wondrous  Tale  of  Clarifmunda s  Vengeance. 

Clar  Yes,  King,  my  Stars  at  laft  are  juft. 

Or  out.  So  juft,  thar  all  yon  bright  Eternals, 

The  Pow’rs  that  gild  the  Night,  and  guide  the  Day, 

Rank’d  their  embatrell’d  Fires  for  Clarifmunda , 

All  the  proud  Champions  in  thy  darling  Caufe  : 

So  keen  the  Sword  that  arming  Beauty  draws. 

Clar.  If  aiding  Heav'n  has  battePd  on  my  fide. 

It  has  no  more  than  plaid  its  own  Revenger  * 

Mine  are  Heavens  wrongs,  their  own  Divineft  Image 
Scabbed  in  my  Wounds,  and  their  own fcoorge  has  punifht  'em 

Oront.  If  their  own  fcourge  has  puni  fil’d  ’em,  and  all 
The  pouring  Vials  of  immortal  Wrath 
Have  fill’d  the  wixole  embitter’d  Draught  of  Woe, 

May  I  have  leave  to  ask  that  beauteous  fudge 
Is  her  avenging  Svto'rd  of  Fate  yet  iadsfied. 

Clar  Satisfied  ! 

Oront.  That  Sword,  thou  dear  Divine  Dcftroyer. 

After  luch  ftreams  ofBIocd,  and  piles  of  Graves, 

Is  the  keen  Death,  the  reeking  Point  ftili  drawn 
At  poor  Orontss  Heart  ? 

Clar.  Indeed  thou  askft  that  Queftiom - - - - 

Oront.  1  would  have  thy  Mercy  anfwer. 

Say,  thou  All-Angel  Sweet,  if  angry  Heaven 
Has  emptied  all  its  Quivers  on  this  Head, 

Has  Clarifmunda  ftili  new  Bolts  to  Kill. 

Clar.  New  Bolts/  No,  wretched  King,  thofe  righteous Pow’rs 
Have  made  my  Wrongs  that  ample  fausfaCtion, 

I  now  can  ask  no  more. 

Oront.  If  thofe  kind  Pow’rs 
Have  paid  thee  all  the  whole  indebted  Sumro, 

May  1  prefume  to  ask  that  fair  Offended, 

If  a  poor  punilht  Criminal,  his  ftains, 

Wafh’d  with  the  Bloud^of  thoufand  thoufand  Lives, 

From  tott’ring  Pow’r,  and  falling  Empire  loft. 


From 


f  rom  all  the  glittering  Wreaths  of  Royal  Honours 
Crufht  to  bale  Chains,  a  vile  inglorious  Slave* 

Say,  is  this  little  Out-caft  of  the  World 
Still  that  ftrange  hateful  Monfter? 

CA*r.  No,  Orontes , 

Thou’rt  fain  fo  low,  I  muft  not  hate  thee  now, 

Oro  t.  What  fays  that  Breath  of  Life  ? 

Cl  rif.  Muft  hate  no  more. 

No,  fufPring  Wretch,  thou  haft  met  thyCrimes  Reward : 

And  Jnltice,  when  her  executing  Aim 

Has  ftruck  the  Blow, turns  her  veil’d  Eyes  away 

And  fees  the  Guilt  no  more.  On  thy  proud  Throne 

And  tow’ring  at  thy  prouder  Armies  head 

When  Death  met  Death,  and  Thunder  grapled  Thunder, 

Qroftte*  then  in  all  thy  circling  Glories 

The  Tyrant  Lord  of  Pow’r  was  worth  my  Frown, 

Is could  look  up  and  hate  thee,  down  I. muft  not. 

Or  ant.  Then  farewell  Empire,  Thrones,  Dominion,  ail 
The  plagues  of  Pow’r,  and  curfe  of  Crowns  farewel. 

And  my  dear  Chains,  and  Glorious  Mifery  Welcome, 

For  now  fhe  hates  no  more,  Chant  that  bleft  Sound, . 

Ye  great  Angelick  Quires,  immortal  Sweets 
Perfume  the  hallow’d  Breath,  and  bear  it  round 
Theecchoing  Skies,  and  ail  the  lift’ning  Globe 
That  Clarijmuvda  now  can  hate  no  more. 

My  Chains,  my. Fetters!  No,  thou  Dear  all  Heav’n, 

My  Bracelets,  firings  of  Pearl,  and  links  of  Gold — - - 

But  thou  all  Sacred  Sweetnefs,  cou’d  that  kind 
Uaclouding  Brow  to  all  this  infinite  Goodnefs 
Add  one  rich  Blelling  more,  cou’dft  thou  love  too  — — - 
Clar .  Love  !  Love  ! 

Oront .  Yes, Love,  ehou  All- defending  Goodnefs: 

Turn  not  thofe  beauteous  Eyes  away.  Oh  Arm 
Thofe  pointed  Deaths  no  more.  I  am  no  longer 
The  black  Orontes  now:  ’twas  Scythia's  Tyrant 
X^ide  and  Ambition’s  Purple  Devil,  all 
The  burning  Hells  of  Power  that  finn’d  againft  thee0 
But  ]  >am  now  no  more.  No,  thy  kind  Brother 
Like  the  Great  Jove  has  crufht  the  tumbling  Giant*. 
Script  all  my  guilty  Greatnefs  to  a  little 
Poor  naked  Slave,  an  humble  crawling  Wretch. 

The  Seepte^d  Savage,  and  Imperial  Monfter, 
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Thofe  hideous  Names  all  banifht  from  the  World, 

And  I  am  nothing  now  but  kneeling  Love. 

And  if  that  pardoning  Mercy - * 

.  Clar .  Oh  Orontes. 

Thy  Tears,  thy  Penitence,  and  to  Crown  all 

Thy  murmuring  Love  pleads  with  that  courting  Eloquence  — 

But  ha !  What  fays  my  Heart  ? 

Oront. Oh  fpeak  thou  d  areft  Oracle  of  Life, 

Breathe  the  Celeftia!  Sou  i  —  MethinksI  favr 
The  pitying  God  in  thofe  relenting  Eyes 
Juft:  iffoing  down  with  all  his  glict’ring  Mercy, 

But  thofe  feal’d  Lips  fnat  up  the  lovely  Paradife* 

And  cruelty  hold  back  the  kind  defending  Heav’n. 

Clar .  Well  Prince,  if  i  muft  [peak, - Butohforg've 

My  blufhing  weaknefs,  when  thefeEyes  muft  tell  thee, 

That  thou  haft  conquer’d,  thou  haft  conquer’d,  King, 

My  tendered  melting  Souls  all  fofteft  Pity. 

Oront .  And  cou’d  that  fofteft  Pity - -  — - 

Clarif  Aske  no  more  : 

For  beyond  Pity  tisall  vaft  Eternity, 

The  All  my  utmoft  Life  can  ever  give  thee. 

Oront.  The  All. 

Clarif  Alas :  my  Love’s  beyond  my  Pow’r. 

But  1  have  given  too  much.  Hence  from  my  Sight ; 

For  from  this  Hour  1  ne’r  muft  fee  thee  more. 

Oront .  No  more  ! 

Clarif.  Retire  without  Reply,  left  my  reviving  Wrongs, 
Recall  my  prodigal  blufhing  Mercy  back. 

Yes,  Fly  to  fbme  far  corner  of  the  Earth 
Whilft  I  have  pow’r  to  give  thy  pitied  Sufferings 
This  laft  kind  Tribute  from  my  melting  Eyes, 

Go,  and  bear  with  thee  round  the  wander’d  World 
A  Sigh  from  Clarifmunda. 

Oront .  ’Tis  enough. 

That  Sigh  that  Pity,  all  Eternal  Blifs, 

And,  God-v  l  ask  no  more. - 

But,  Madam,  when  1  from  thole  dear  Eyes, 

The  wander’d  v  orld  will  be  too  fhort  a  Walk. 

No,  ClanfmuHda ,  Love's  Jaft  Race  muft  run* 

Beyond  the  narrow TiaveF  of  the  Sun-, 

Far  above  Worlds..  and  Days  dull  mortal  Light? 

Thus  he  takes  Wing,  and  thus  lets  out  his  Flight.  “  Urn- 


Clar .  By  thy  own  Hand  thy  Hearts daft  pouring  Flood 
Oh  Krg  !  To  kind  a  Stream,  this  rich  atoning  Sacrifice 
Has  waffl’d  thee  all  Jo  White,  and  touch’d  my  Soul  lb  near. 

That  I  muff:  whifper  in  thy  dying  Ear* 

Had  1  a  Heart  to  give  ’twere  all  thy  own. 

Orottt .  Oh  Divine  Harmony  !  Now  I  am  bleft. 

Clar.  Oh  generous  Prince !  thou  fili’ft  my  painting  Veins 
With  all  that  tendei’ft  warmth  :  But  haft,  oh  hafte! 

Mount  the  bright  Stars,  and  bear  this  Mellage  with  thee  r 
When  thou  (halt  meet  thy  own  great  Martyr  there  > 

Tell  him,  thou  naft  left 

His  Clavifmunda  a  Divided  Heart : 

Thine  all  my  Pity  :  all  my  Love  Qrfanes. 

Oront.  Yes  Madam,  I’ll  obey  your  bleft  Commands  ^ 

Speedy  fpeed  my  Polling  Soul,  and  when  we  meet,  Or  fanes , 

HI  Rival  thee  in  Heaven.  But  oh  !  how  much  are  all 
My  Sighs  overpaid  to  die  in  thefe  bleft  Arms  ; 

How  worthlels  is  dull  Life,  when  Death’s  all  Charms.  fpitK 

Clar .  Now  all  the  work  I  had  on  Earth  is  done  l 
My  Dear  Of  fanes,  that  long  waiting  Bridegroom, 

Holds  an  immortal  Ch;  plet  for  my  Brow.  - 

Shut  from  the  World,  then  to  a  Cell  I’ll  fly: 

There  my  dear  Winding-fleets,  my  Robe  of  Glory, 

Sweet  Death’s  kind  call  with  bending  Knees  Pil  ftay. 

The  Trump  to  my  great  Coronadon-Day.  fExk* 

Scene  Changes,  Enter  Celejiina  and  Rofalin. 

Rof  What  can  this  mean !  Not  Lunacy  more  wild  ! 

Her  wander’d  Reafon,  and  diftrafted  Senfes 

Stung  with  that  ftrange  Tatantnla - 

Cel.  Hufh,  Mitvan !  Not  a  word. —  Should  Boys  tell  Tales _ 

Not  for  a  thoufand  Worlds.  Pil  have  the  Secret 
Shut  in  a  Marble  Cheft,  lock’d  up  in  Graves, 

Deep  as  the  Center  of  the  groaning  World, 

That  not  one  angry  murmuring  God  fhall  hear  it — —  ■ 

But  ha  !  we  are  betray’d,  betray’d  dear  Mitvan  / 

See  there  that  grinning  Tarquin  in  the  Hangings, 

Looks  with  a  liftning  Face - and  yonder  Parrot, 

Oh  ’tis  a  prating  Bird - -The  Air  will  breath  it. 

Winds  whillle  it,  Ravens  croke  it — - - 

Rof  Dear  Madam — »• — 

CeL  Rofalin  \  Ha,  art  thou  here! 


Rof  Yes,  Madam,  a  poor  Mourned — 

Cel .  Oh  fie,  in  Tears,  and  on  my  Wedding  day  f 
This  is  unkind  *'•  Ay,  Girl,  I  am  to  be  Married, 

Doft  thou  not  fee  the  Courting  kneeling  King  / 

Oh  ’tis  the  fondeft  fool  to  make  a  Husband. 

That  kind  believing  thing.  See  he;  prefents  me 
A  Bracelet  ftrung  with  bleeding  Lovers  Hearts, 

And  every  pearl  a  Tear  of  dying  Innocence— — 

Poor  Herminia , 

Doft  not  thou  hang  a  blufhing  Ruby  there. 

Rof  Gracious  Heav’n  ! 

Cd,  Who  talks  of  Heav’n  ?  Oh  ’tis  a  Golden  Palace, 
Where  my  kind  Mirvatt ,  Jove' s  dear  Darling  Ganimede , 
Fills  the  proud  Thunderers  Imperial  Bowl, 

To  quaff  the  World’s  Confufion. 

Rof  Oh  my  Fears  i 

There’s  fame  thing  talks  in  thefe  wild  Dreams  / 

Cel.  Fear  Rofalinl 

What  can  ft  thou  fear,  my  Wedding  Robe  won’t  pleafe  me  / 
Ah  no  !  ’tis  dved  in  that  deep  Royal  Crimfon 
Not  all^he  Waters  of  the  Sea  can  whiten. 

/  Enter  King ,  Attendants ,  and  Guards . 

King.  What’s  this  I  fee !  Why  this  difordef  d  frame ! 

I-S  this  a  Drefs  >  Is  this  a  Brow,  when  Diadems 
Wait  your  receiving  Hand.  The  canker’d  Sweets 
Of  Lawlefs  Joys  no  more. 

Prepare  to  mount  the  bright  Crown’d  Queen  of  Perfia, 
Cel.  The  Queen  of  Ferfia  !  Queen  of  Hell,  dull  Fool— 
Look,  Rofalin ,  look  — 

Rof  Look,  Madam  ! 

Cel.  Dolt  not  fee 

Yond’  wrinkled  wither’d  Witch,  the  footy  Proferpine  l 
She  with  that  dowdy  Face,  Great  Vlutc? s  Queen, 
Enthron’d  the  Glorious  Partner  of  Damnation  j 
And  Celeftina  but  a  puny  Devil ! 

No,  by  yond’  fpightful  Stars,  I  cannot  bear  it. 

1’il  dalh  the  tumbling  Hag  from  her  proud  Seat, 

Snatch  from  her  flaming  Brow  her  blazing  Diadem* 

And  mount  her  burning  Throne. 

King.  All  raving  Frenzy. 

But  tell  me  honeft  Rofalin ,  how  long 

Have  thefe  ftrange  Phantoms  all  thefe  waking  Dreams 

Shook  her  foft  peace  ? 
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Rof  Since  fair  Hermlnid's  Death. 

Cel.  Who  names  Herminia  s  Death  :  I  will  not  hear  it 

There’s  Treafon  in  the  found. - But  fee !  Oh  fee ! 

She  comes,  Ihe  comes,  (he  comes!  [ TbeGbefts  of  Herminia and 

- Oh  my  lick  Eye- balls!  Tygranes  defend  in  Glory. 

How  have  I  fin’d  to  wake  theft  hideous  Forms.' 

Have  I  done  more  than  all  my  Sex  befide  / 

Alas,  the  pooreft  Lowborn  PeafantGirl, 

That  never  heard  of  Crowns  above  a  Garland, 

Yet  but  to  Reign  the  Sovereign  of  the  Plains, 

And  have  the  bending  Knees  of  Swains  and  Bores, 

Wou’d  cut  through  Hearts  and  Lives  to  be  a  Queen  : 

And  I  have  done  no  more. 

King.  What  fays  my  Faireft  ? 

Cel.  Say  King I  fay  thou  fraelfl;  too  rank  of  Blood, 

Blood,  eafie  cheated  Fool  1 
King.  Death  and  Confufion ! 

There’s  foraething  in  this  dark  myflerious  Horror 
That  ftrikes  my  aking  Soul. — *  Pray  Hcav’n  the  poor 

Tygranes  and  Herminia - 

Cel.  Are  a  bleft  pair  of  ever  Royal  Martyrs.  • 

Innocence,  Innocence,  Innocence  1  Betray’d  by  me, 

And  by  thee  Murder’d ! 

King.  Murder’d!  Oh — . 

Cel.  But  look  all  Heavenly  Fair,  cloarh’d  and  enrob’d 
With  the  rich  Beams  of  pure  immortal  Day, 

Myriads  of  Angels,  and  Eternal  Quires 
Ail  waiting  for  their  Coronation  Glory. 

Yes,  mount  fair  Stars,  ye  radiant  Twins  of  Light, 

Wbilft  I  muft  fetin  Everlafting Night.  [Die/. 

King  Dead  !  Thou  fair  Curfe  and  Painted  Sin  farewel 
Oh  that  my  Ihame  and  Guilt  were  with  thee  Dead. 

Ah  no!  a  thoufand  Racking  Tortures  live 
To  tear  my  finking  Sou!.  Oh  Blood  Blood!  Blood/ 

Herminia !  PcoT  wrong’d  fweetnefs,  could  the  price 
Of  Crowns  or  Worlds  reftore  thee  to  my  Arms— 

No,  Lovely  Truth,  too  late  we  find  thy  Charms, 

[Exeunt  mnes. 

FINIS 


E  P  I- 


EPILOGUE* 


Spoken  by  Mrs.  Rogers. 


ELL ,  Gentlemen,  our  Author  bids  me  fay,. 
He  Treats  you  with  an  Out-offafhion  Play. 
His  fair  Court  Mifs,  perkt  in  her  Raigning  Glory,. 
In  the  late  Age  had  been  a  modijh  Story. 

But  now  the  old  dull  Tale  will  never  do. - - 

And  yet  TU  Swear  the  Play  has  fomething  new _ _ 

New,  did  I  fay ?  Tes,  if  it  has  no  more, 

Here's  Two  new  Legs,  you  never  faw  before. 

Nay,  and  what's  more,  they  come  to  Court  you  too  r 
Ay,  Sirs,  Ton  fee  what  Wonders  you  can  do  ; 

Bring  a  young  Suppliant  to  thofe  Sweet  Faces, 

To  beg  to  our  poor  Play  your  kind  good  Graces. 

Faith  Sirs ,  for  once  lay  by  your  Critick  Thunder, 

Not  for  the  Senjlefs  Poet,  Hang  him  Blunder, 

But  for  Our  fakes  Tour  angry  Tenge ance  flay  : 
Conftaer ,  Sirs,  this  is  the  Womens  Play. 

And  when  we  wooe  your  Favour,  fore  you  are 
Not  fo  hard-hearted  to  deny  our  Prayer . 

Bejides,  let  me  intreat ,  baulk  not  a  poor 
Petitioner,  that  never  begg'd  before. 

Grant  me  but  this  Firfl  Suit,  a  Boon  fo  eafic. 

And  in  Return 5  I'll  one  day  hope  to  pleafe  ye. 
Encouraged  by  your  Smiles  a  Beam  fo  fair 
Here's  Two  Good  Works  at  once,  for  I  Declare 
Tou  will  both  Jave  a  Play,  and  make  a  Player , 
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